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TO 

MY DEAR FATHER AND MOTHER, 

THESE POEMS, 
THE PBOOUCTIONS OF MT EABLY TEARS, 

ABE 
AFFECTIONATELY INSCBIBED 
BY 
THBIB ATTACHED DAUGHTEB, 

HARRIET BARBARA KING. 



TO MY MOTHER ! 



My mother ! when I stiive to Write o^ speak. 

Those thoughts of thee, withm my breast which dwell* 

Love MU me not ! but language seems so weak, — 

Such tender recollections o'er me Swell 

That I am mute ! Yet I remember well. 

That e'en from childhood's bright and thoughtless day. 

When my few tears were like an April shower ; 

Thy smile — ^thy kiss, could chase my griefs away ; 

E'en to that time, when stem affliction's power 

Cast deep'ning shadows round my noonday hour ! 

Have I not felt the gushing love, which springs 
From the fond mother's breast, as o'er the bed 
Of each dear babe she bends ? how long she clings 
To the sweet memory of the early dead } 
Alas ! what tears of grief mine eyes have shed !^ 



• •• 



Vm TO MY MOTHER. 

But tfay true, changeless love hath ever been. 

The one great solace of my stormy day. 

My guardian angel ! through life's shifting scene ! 

For e'en, when I from thee was fiir away. 

That holy, stainless love, was still my guide and stay ! 

Oh ! my sweet mother ! time may cast its shade 
Of deepest grey upon each ebon tress ; 
But never shall the dear remembrance fiuie. 
Of thine all ceaseless love and tenderness : 
When the stem weight of years shall o'er tliee press. 
Then be it mine to soothe each tedious hour; 
To give thee back the tears which thou hast wept ; 
And oh ! if fervent prayer with Heaven hath power 
And thou art still to my fond wishes left. 
Fate then may do her worst ! I am not quite bereft ! 

H. B. K. 






INTRODUCTION 



TO 



THB BRIDAL AND OTHER POEMS. 



i^ea. 



TO 



Once more> my lyre ! thy trembliiig chords to sweep. 
My bold adyentorous hand would fidn essay ; 
What though the £riend whose early loss I weep. 
No more can smile approval on my lay, . 
Yet should the song beguile my thorny way 
Of some few tedious hours of mist and gloom, 
I would not wish to weave a wreath more £ur. 
But hang this humble garland on her tomb; 
Friendship shall bid it ever blossom there,— 
Fledge of the changeless love, which death could not 
impair. 



X INTRODUCTION. 

Vision of early days ! when aU was bright, 
Enshrin'd and sainted one ! look down from high, 
'Tis mine no more to trace with fond delight. 
The holy rapture of thine up-tom'd eye, 
Alas ! too sure a presage death was nigh : 
Yet if from those undying scenes of bliss. 
Thou still couMst bend on me thy glance of fire ; 
Full well I know thy sage advice were this : — 
" Leave the vain trifling themes of minstrel hire. 
And to immortal strains attune thy echoing lyre !" 

Ah ! not to me the glory shall belong. 

Which crowns the memory of that blind old man 

Who pour'd his genius forth in sacred song. 

And well employing life's contracted span, 

I>ispla3r'd creation as it first began ! 

But his was inspiration ! for he drew 

His draught of beauty from no mortal fount. 

On feith's bright wing his ardent spirit flew, . 

Nor rested till he sung the great account. 

Where living waters sweU on Zion's hallowed mount ! 

Alas ! so few the flowers which bloom below. 
In this long wildemess^of toil and care ; 
Small marvel if we pluck them as they blow ; 
And aye, to soothe the spirit's sad despair. 
And chase its gloom with many a vision fair. 



f 



INTRODUCTION. XI 

Is nought more fit than minstrers varied lore ! 

And guiltless, him of all offence we deem, 

'Who choosing love and beauty as of yore. 

To form his chosen and his favourite tiieme. 

Blends their all radiant hues, in one empassion'd dream. 

Assist me, oh ye sacred nine ! who dwelt. 

From earliest days in Pindus' piny shade, 

Bre the full tide of inspiration felt. 

The ancients wove a wreath which ne'er can fade. 

By whose undying verdure they were paid. 

The glorious meed which genius claims firom you ;— 

In every age her guerdon, and the dower 

Of those the high-soul'd and the gifted few. 
Whose honoured names transmitted to this hour. 
Come more endear'd by time's all hallowing power ! 

Can ye not give me an immortal name ? 
And bid me heap sweet incense on your shrine ? 
Compelling an eternity of fame. 
Lasting as theirs, a glory as divine. 
Whose circling rays around my brow shall shine. 
And make my humble memory not forgot. 
When all of life is over, and when death 
Shall lay my ashes in some lonely spot ; 
Where nought shall speak of me, save the pale wreath 
Whose fragrance floats around, mingling with summer's 
breath. 
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Xll INTRODUCTION. 

I ask it not ! methinks my rest shall be 
Far sweeter with the humbler boon I crave^ 
That no lost soul may mourn my minstrdsy, 
Or lay a curse upon the lonesome grave. 
Of one who taught them virtue's frown to brave : 
Grant me, ye muses ! that my song be free 
From all which vice and guilt may call their own. 
Then my last long repose shall tranquil be. 
Untroubled by the world's accusing tone. 
Remorse's fiery dart, and sorrow's anguish'd groan ! 

H. B. K. 



THE BRIDAL. 



Yes ! she is kneeling by the altar's side, 
A flower-crown'd victim — ^but no willing Bride ! 
Tliere is no blush upon her youthful cheek, 
Love's tale of silent eloquence to speak. 
Cold is the lip which breathes the sacred vow. 
And chill the hand pledg'd in another's now ; 
And as the sacred rite proceeds, her eye 
Seems but to gaze on utter vacancy. 
As though the passing scene had nought of joy. 
Nor grief, nor aught that could her mind employ. 
Perchance some trance of thought has rapt her soul, 
In feelings far beyond the world's control ; 
Perchance she traces back life's earlier hour. 
When her young heart first felt affection's power, 
£re the rose-tinted dreams of youth had fled. 
And each fond hope was numbered with the dead. 
But all that works within, if deep and high, 
Is proudly veil'd from every gazer's eye, 

B 



2 THE BRIDAL. 

As she would scorn they should detect a tear. 
Or hear a sigh to breathe of anguish near ! 
For, if the vision'd scenes of other years 
Have waken'd grief too high and deep for tears; 
If each remember'd dream of by-gone bliss 
Darken the contrast of a scene like this ; 
If o'er her soul — ^remembrance crowding fast 
Gives, at one glimpse, — ^the present and the past ; 
'Tis only guess'd, not known by those who see 
In her fix'd look, despair's mute agony ! 
These are the grief-taught only, for the rest 
Perchance may gaze, and deem the maiden blest. 
They do not know that pride will oft compel 
The grief-struck bosom to dissemble well. 
To veil the face with many a wreathing smile. 
While sorrow rends the breaking heart the while ; 
The unshed tear which darkens in the eye 
The bosom's throb, the quick convulsive sigh. 
All these the world can pass unheeded by ; 
For common minds, on whom no sorrows low'r, 
Would smile to hear of passion's blighting power. 
Of unseen cherish'd woe, that shuns the eye. 
And shrinks before the torch of scrutiny ! 



Her's was a form of loveliness and light. 
An earthly flower, in maiden beauty bright ; 



THE BRIDAL. 

But years have pa«'d since feeling's radiance high 
Beam'd on her brow, and lightened in her eye ; 
And time has quench'd her youthful spirit's light. 
And passion's power, and sorrow's chilling blight ; — 
And feelings scath'd e'en in their early spring 
Which might have 'scap'd that deadly withering. 
But that the heart which nurs'd them was too proud 
To bear the cold looks of the heartless crowd, — 
And, scorning sympathy had tum'd within, 
1111 long indulg'd, they darkened into sin : 
All these had stamp'd her with despairing woe. 
That last worst pang the heart can feel below ; 
When every youthful joy that fency gave. 
Love, hope and peace, all centre in the grave ! 

Pale is that cheek, where on6e the summer rose 
Had shrin'd itself in beauty's bright repose. 
When varying with the shades by feeling cast. 
Each glowing tint seem'd lovelier than the last ! 
Dim is that eye, where genius' light was shed : 
The speaking lustre of its glance is fled. 
And that rose-lip, whose sweetness might beguile 
A seraph's love, betrays no wreathing smile 
To cast its witchery of gladness o'er 
Features too calmly beautiful before \ 
Yet, if 'twere passion's dark and deep excess 
That wrought that wreck of youthful loveliness ; 
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4 THE BRIDAL. 

It could not quite destroy the nameless grace 
Which spell-Uke hangs around her form and face ; 
For she is hk, though o'er her there is cast. 
The dim-dark impress of a fearful past, 
And many a trace of early glory there 
Shows that the ruin'd shrine was once most fedr. 
And now she stands so cafan — so cold — ^so pale. 
As 'twere a statue 'neath the bridal veil ; 
And he, the dark-eyed lover by her side 
Seems to have woo'd an image for his bride. 
Yet once, or ere the kneeling pair were blest, 
.With solemn accents by the aged priest. 
One wild deep sob rang through the sacred fane. 
The breathing anguish of some mortal pain ; — 
The spirit's pang which pass'd like light'ning o'er 
The burning brow, and then was trac'd no more. 
For all is over now, the vow is given. 
And heart and hand are pledg'd in sight of Heaven ; 
She stands in beauty by the altar's side, 
And gazing crowds admire Lord Albert's bride ! 

A moment turn we from the festive scene. 
Pause on what is, and think of what has been ; 
Call back young Ada's bright and morning hour. 
When pleasure beam'd from every op'ning flower ; 
Ere the dark leaf of wayward destiny 
Unroll'd itself to her despairing eye. 



THE BRIDAL. 



Ere sorrow bade her veil with smiling art, 
A bleeding bosom, and a breaking heart. 



She was the scion of a noble line 

Wont, or in court, or battle plain, to shine ; 

J^ach, drinking deeply from the spring of fame. 

Had heap'd fresh honours on his noble name ; 

But warrior, patriot, statesman all had fled. 

And each proud form was number'd with the dead. 

Now only Ada's aged sire was left. 

Of every youthful pledge save her bereft. 

Peerless in beauty, of her race the last. 

Round her was much of touching interest cast ; 

In her high brow, and curving lip we trace 

The haughty spirit of her high-bom race^ 

Yet soften'd down by woman's gentlest grace 

For she was sweet and delicately ftdr. 

As earthly flowers in earthly beauty are. 

No mother's eye had watch'd her op'ning bloom. 

Her ini^t's birth consign'd her to the tomb ; 

Ada she left to soothe her widow'd lord. 

The image of the wife his heart ador'd ; — 

And by his side in smiling grace she grew 

The only joy the heart-struck mourner knew. 

If e'er a tear had dimm'd her dark eye's ray. 

Paternal love had kiss'd the gem away ; 



6 THE BRIDAL. 

If one alight doad hung o'er her polish'd brow 

To cast a shade of darkneiw o'er its snow, 

A fftther's smile dispers'd it, and his voice 

In silyer accents bade his child rejoice; 

As from the rugged oak the ivy springs. 

And round its stem the verdant garland dings,—* 

Casting the light of youthful beauty o'er 

The sapless trunk where verdure shines no more ; 

So Ada blossom'd by her Other's side. 

His heart-shrin'd darling, and his age's pride ! 

In vain the crowd had foUow'd and pursu'd 

The beauteous idol of their fickle mood. 

Nought could withdraw her from her parent's side. 

And none could win the maiden for his bride ! 

Blossom of Eden ! ever may thy breast 

In all the calnmess of indifference rest : 

Tempt not that dream of darkness, earthly love. 

Though fondly deem'd enkindled from above ; 

It casts a dazzling gleam upon the way 

Which youth may tread, but quickly fades away. 

Its leaf of verdant hue is early sere. 

Its sunny smile is foUow'd by a tear : 

As change comes down on brightest things of earth. 

So love is withering from its hour of birth. 

Woo not the treacherous stranger to thy breast, 

'Twill nestle there ; but wring thy soul from rest ! 



THE BRIDAL. 

Alas, vain wish ! 'Twas impotent to save 
Or shield her young hopes from an early grave. 
Could she, the bright— tiie beautiful, remain 
An earthly thing, yet free from earthly pain ? 

From Spain's deep groves of scented orange came 
A stranger youth, and Julian was his name ! 
He was a native of that sunny clime 
Where beauty dazzles in its op'ning prime, — 
When 'neath the influence of a genial ray. 
Earth's loveliest blossoms open into day, — 
But, for the brightness of meridian bloom. 
Pay the sad forfeit of an early tomb ! 
He was a native of that land of song. 
Whose warlike deeds shall live emblazon'd long 
On history*s faithful and recording page. 
The glory and the wonder of their age. • 
Poet and warrior blended in one line, 
Chivabrous Spain, thy annals long shall 'shrine ! 
He was a native of that &r-fam'd land 
Where beauty's daughters in their radiance stand. 
As stars from Heaven's own galaxy of light. 
As rainbow beams to glad the gazer's sight ! 
And never greater loveliness was given 
To &bled houris of an eastern Heaven. 
What though the fervour of the noon-tide ray 
Hath kiss'd the whiteness of their skin away ; 
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Though of its swan-like tint it is bereft. 
The glossy softness of the dove is left ! 
Still beam the glories of the lofty brow. 
The eye of light — ^the cheek of sunny glow ; 
The violet breath — ^the teeth of matchless pearl. 
The vermeil lip, and clouds of glossy curl ; 
And that calm dignity of step and mien. 
In all proud Spain's dark glancing daughters seen ! 
What though the fedling veil with easy grace 
Half shadow o'er each youthful form and hce ; 
Is not the moon more lovely when the shroud 
Is o'er her cast of some light silvery cloud ? 
And is the rose as beauteous when alone. 
As when the mossy veil is round it thrown ? 
"Hs thus with beauty which we dimly trace, — 
Young fancy heightens every hidden grace. 
How sad to tlpnk, that many a wreath of bloom 
For years lay withering in the cloister's gloom ; 
That many a tear of dreary sadness fell 
From prison'd beauty in monastic cell ; 
Ere the dark reign of superstition o'er. 
Choice only led, and force compell'd no more. 

Yet though Iberia's maidens peerless be. 

Their charms, young Julian, have no power for thee ! 

His form replete with every youthful grace 

Of noble bearing, and of stainless race. 



THE BRIDAL. 

He might have chosen from his country's pride 
The wealthiest and the fairest for his bride ; 
But none as yet had found the secret spell 
To touch a heart form'd but to love too well. 
Beneath the influence of his native sun 
His mental growth had nature's course outrun ; 
A man in judgment, while a boy in years. 
His was a brow of sunshine and of tears : 
Gentle by nature, oft the tears would flow 
Which spake of pity for another's woe ; 
But Arm in virtue, guilt would shun his eye, 
Nor dare the terrors of its scrutiny. 
If his young soul was haughty, it was shown 
By daring deeds, and noble acts, alone. 
Through which he soar'd above the vulgar train, 
Who lowly creeping, throng'd ambition's plain. 
If some slight shade of darkness mix'd beside. 
With the quick feelings of ancestral pride, 
'Twas as the cloud which leaves the sim more bright. 
And dims but for awhile its radiant light. 
Perchance his feelings for a world like this 
Were all too passionate, too deep for bliss ; 
And those who lov'd him might foresee, that care 
Would chill his ardent spirit to despair. 
As yet affliction had withheld her wrath. 
Nor cast one cloud across his sunny path ! 

B 3 



10 THE BRIDAL. 

A noble orphan from his hour of birth, 
Few were the ties which chain'd his soul to earth ! 
Nor was it time which made those ties forgot :— 
They broke in childhood* and he knew them not. 
When manhood's bloom had cast upon his face 
A deeper shade of intellectual grace ; 
When deeds of glory carv'd his path to faane. 
When honour's wreath was blended with his name : 
There still remain'd each charm of early youth. 
Its frank simplicity-^its stainless truth ; 
Nor flattery won him with her witching smile, 
Nor fame's proud voice his fancy could beguile. 
Nor pleasure with her syren cup could win 
His careful footsteps to forbidden sin. 
Within his palace haUs — ^his native land — 
He stood the leader of a patriot band ; 
Sworn to support their country's valued cause, 
The bulwark of her honour and her laws. 
When faction rag'd, he rallied round the throne. 
The few brave spirits mated with his own. 
And oft their idol chieftain's voice had bow'd. 
To reason's dictates, e'en the fickle crowd : 
And when returning peace in mercy shed 
Her valued blessings on each patriot head. 
He shone the graceful meteor of a court. 
First, or in beauty's train — or manly sport. 
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Esteem'd by all, and worshipp'd by the few 
Whose souls with his in daily friendship grew ; 
By courtiers flattered, — ^by his sovereign lov'd, — 
As one whose stead&ist faith was deeply prov'd ; 
With honours daily gathering round his head. 
With fortune's gifts in wild profusion shed : 
No more a doubting aspirant for fetme. 
But lasting glory coupled with his name. 
Strange ! there arose in Julian's youthful breast 
A something like satiety of rest ; 
Long tasted pleasures pall'd upon his sense. 
His spirit sigh'd for something more intense ! 
Led by this motive o'er the bounding wave 
He sought the sea-girt island of the brave ; 
And left his native land of fruits and flowers. 
For colder England's happy greenwood bowers ! 

The wanderer hath found tl shrine of rest, 
His ark of peace is Ada's gentle breast ; 
A cherish'd and invited guest he came. 
Her noble sire had heard the stranger's fame. 
And all, attentive to their honour'd lord. 
Bade him kind welcome to the festive board. 
He saw the maiden in her beauty's spring, 
A lovely flower, unmeet for withering ; 
And dazzled by the view, forgot that pride 
Forbade that he should seek a stranger bride. 
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Who can explain the magic links which bind 

In fondest union each according mind ? 

Can mortal verse define the mystic spell 

Which works within, where young love's feelings 

swell? 
For those who never felt affection's power 
In vain would we recall the thrilling hour ; 
When from her trembling lip young Julian drew> 
The fond assent which prov'd love's presage true. 
Enough, they lov'd ! and what can earth bestow 
More pure — ^more bright than passion's early glow ; 
Ere doubt hath chill'd, or cold indifference laid. 
On fiEmcy's morning dream, its gloomy shade ? 
For her he op'd the treasures of a mind 
By nature, taste, and intellect refin'd. 
He could recall at his young love's command. 
The by-gone glories of his native land ; 
Tell how Pelajo, when the savage Moor 
Had throng'd in myriads to Iberia's shore. 
Had rais'd the standard of his faith, and stood 
A Christian hero gain'st the Moslem flood. 
He moum'd with her, and wept the fatal day 
When satire chas'd Spain's chivalry away ; 
When all that made her children godlike men 
Had sunk beneath Cervantes' playful pen. 
Then would he gaze delighted on the glow 
Which mantled o'er the youthful maiden's brow, 
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When she recounted, standing by his side. 
In all the loveliness of maiden pride. 
What a long line of ancestors had done. 
How nobly each his brilliant course had run ! 

One dream embodied all below, above. 

Of bright and beautiful ! that dream was love ! 

It stole upon their senses like the breath 

Of ev'ning zephyrs on the summer wreath. 

It woke each chord of sjrmpathetic tone. 

Which love and feeling hallow for their own. 

It cast a greener glow upon the glade. 

Where oft at eve their wand'ring footsteps stray'd. 

It gave a glory to the starlit sky. 

Beyond the pomp of earth's cold revelry ; 

They deem'd, to them the envied boon was given 

To find on earth their spirits' vision'd Heaven ; 

To rest securely on the breast of love. 

Nor one dark storm of earth-bom woe to prove, 

For aye ! from life's repining cares to steal. 

And dream of bliss which spotless seraphs feel. 

Life's glittering gifts they valued not, to them 

Worthless had seem'd the proudest diadem, 

That ever lent its meretricious glow 

To beauty's charms, or valour's laurell'd brow ! 

Their souls were chill'd not by expected tears, 

A glorious vista of succeeding years 
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Open'd in beauty to their eager sight 
With ideal bliss to dazzle and delight. 
A dream of pleasure, that for aye should last 
Of peaceful years in fondest union past ! — 
Afiection that should chase e'en age's gloom, 
And friendship sever'd only by the tomb. 
Different in outward fidth, they yet ador'd 
One gracious Father, and one common Lord t 
Aware how various were the paths which led 
To virtue's goal which mortal footsteps tread ; 
That all might find acceptance in His eyes. 
That deeds, not forms, shall fix our destinies ! 

We may not linger in these scenes of bliss : 
They were too happy for a world like this. 
The dreams of youth are rose-ting*d, fiemcy sheds 
Unnumber'd blessings on her votaries' heads ; 
And it is something, from our span of life. 
Uncertain, short, and troubled oft by strife. 
To win some happy moments free from care, 
To dream of joy — though sure to find despair. 
Wisely our portion was ordain'd below — 
A checquer'd scene of pleasure and of woe. 
For if perennial joys were found on earth. 
How few would covet those of heavenly birth ! 
If here our hopes might centre, free from change. 
The soul would ask no purer, wider range ! 
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No tale of Julian's love had reach'd the ear 

Of him who held his Ada's weal so dear ; 

Nor could the old man's unimpassion'd eye. 

The growing ardour of that love descry. 

Not that her aged sire would have denied 

His hud of heauty for the stranger's hride : 

For well he knew, that with that stranger's name 

Was link'd a spell of virtue and of fame. 

And he who fbrst could touch her virgin heart 

Would scarcely want approval on his part ; 

But Julian wish'd, that he might view again 

The wood-crown'd mountains of his native Spain, 

Bid a fond fareweU to his father-land. 

Ere he retum'd to claim her plighted hand 

From him — ^whose care had watch'd her infant years, 

Drawn forth her smiles, and wip'd away her tears. 

Perhaps himself, could scarce each thought define 

Which hade him for awhile her love resign ! 

It might he, that he left her 'mid the crowd 

Of those who woo'd her love with courtship proud ; — 

Wishing that ahsenoe on his part might prove 

The fEuith of her who taught his soul to love ; 

It might he, that his star of fate on high 

Thus drew him onward to his destiny. 

That to his wandering steps such course was given. 

His hosom's impulse dictated hy Heaven ! 
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But vain conjecture — ^he has kiss'd away 
The tear which darken'd pleaaure's sunny ray; 
Has left remembrance many a tale to tell. 
And forc'd his lip to breathe a fond farewell ! 



Why stands the maiden in her bower alone ? 
Where — ^where is he, whose vows were all her own ? 
Two years have pass'd, and have no tidings come 
From him who left her in her greenwood home ? 
Has no swift messenger of parted love 
Cross'd the blue wave, the absent's faith to prove ? 
No ! mystery and silence round him cast, 
Have forc'd upon her trusting love, at last. 
The wild suspicion, that caprice betray'd 
His cherish'd love to some &r lovelier maid ; 
To some young heart, perhaps too like her own. 
Form'd to adore — ^to trust — ^to be undone ! 



She suffered much ; but it was suffering 
Of which no curious eye could trace the spring. 
Hers was a mind which could not court relief 
From loud expression of heart-blighting grief. 
Her brow is shaded, and the tinted rose 
No longer on her cheek in beauty glows ; 
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Yet is her form erect, her mien as proud 
As when she mov'd the idol of a crowd. 
Following with anxious eye, one form alone 
Which love and Heaven had destin'd for her own. 
Her heart is breaking, and her cheek is pale. 
But her lip breathes no word, of sorrow's tale, — 
And the calm sadness of her alter'd eye. 
Defies the look that would its cause espy. 
Still does her form, of grace and lightness, glide 
In fond attention by her father's side ; 
Still does her voice pour forth each silver tone 
Which charms his ear from her and her alone : 
And if a sadden'd shade of thought appears. 
If her soft eyes are sometimes dimm'd with tears. 
He deems the freshness of her spring-tide hour 
Is softening down by summer's riper power ! 

Oh woman ! lovely woman ! oft deceiv'd 
By him, whose vows thy youthful heart believ'd ; 
Forc'd to assume an air of tranquil rest. 
While sorrow's barb is rankling in thy breast ; 
Did'st thou but know the misery love entails. 
How oft its promis'd, pictur'd, pleasure fails — 
How dark the shade it leaves upon the mind. 
When ruin, falsehood, treachery, lurk behind. 
Scarce would'st thou listen to its honey'd guile. 
Or yield thy young heart to its witching wile ! 
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If yet one lingering doubting hope remain'd 
That Julian's name was not by falsehood stain'd. 
That his return to her, though late* might prove 
His actions not unworthy of her love. 
'Twas but the sun-beam of the stormy day, 
A moment shining but to fede away : • 

For she who rather would have moum'd him dead, 
Now hears from rumour's voice that he is wed — 
That he is happy in some distant spot. 
Each by-gone dream of love and her forgot ! 



Yes, she has vow'd in woman's wild despair 
That she will wed Lord Henry's wealthy heir. 
Who wooes her for the still more ample land. 
The bridal hour will place at his command. 
Vow'd to forget for aye the traitor lover. 
Who ne'er again her lost heart shall recover ! 
Behold her standing at the altar's side, 
Julian's lost love — and Albert's wretched bride ! 
Pale as the wreath which blossoms in her hair — 
Cold as the tombs which rise around her there ! 



It is the sunset hour, and o'er the sky. 
Like youth's bright dreams, the rosy vapours fly,- 
Their hues of love, caught from the parting ray. 
The sun has cast — ^in his farewell to-day. 
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When proudly sinking in the dark blue main. 
He left the sky to twilight's quiet reign. 
Lo ! where he sunk. Earth's life-imparting guest. 
He left behind him, in the crimson West, 
A flood of parting glory, rich and bright. 
The ling'ring radiance of his golden light ! 
It is the twilight hour, and one pale star. 
Eve's silver lamp is shining from afEir, 
Herald of night ; — and night's majestic queen. 
Who slowly rising through the blue serene 
Floats in her maiden loveliness a gem. 
Fairest and brightest in night's diadem. 
Calm is the hour, and fragrant is the breath. 
Which soft exhales from every closing wreath ; 
For borne on Zeph3n:'s wing from brake and bower 
Comes the sweet incense of each summer flower ! 
This is the time when memory's soften'd light. 
Leads back the soul to scenes of lost delight ; 
The hallow'd magic of the quiet air 
Can charm away the sadness of despair ; 
Can pour the balm of comfort on the breast. 
And bid the soul look upward to its rest ! 
But not where earthly passion wars within. 
Not where the mind indulges thoughts of sin. 
Not — ^not where guilt enslaves the soul to earth 
And checks each impulse of celestial birth. 



20 THE BRIDAL. 

Where conscience pointing to a mispent life 
Can hope no ending for the bosom's strife ! 

What form is gliding at this stilly hour 

Towards the low entrance of yon greenwood bower ? 

Is it a shape which fency pictures here ; 

A seraph spirit from some brighter sphere ? 

Or such a form as painter's love to trace. 

An earthly shape of loveliness and grace ? 

Swift as she passes, in the moonlight beam 

Is seen her floating garment's snowy gleam. 

Her raven hair is on the breeze— each tress 

Waving in wild luxuriant loveliness ! 

Scarce does she seem a denizen of earth, 

But some fair vision of celestial birth. 

Onward she passes to yon lone retreat. 

Where flowers are wreathing round a moss-grown 

seat. 
Mark where the fair one in her beauty stands, 
With tearful eye, and Heaven-uplifted hands ! 
Her pallid cheek, her eye in phrenzy wild. 
Too surely speak her, sorrow's mourning child ! 
Can form so lovely, and can isice so fair 
Be doom'd to feel the wildness of despair ? 
Has guilt enthron'd itself in that sweet shrine. 
Expelling thence the spirit's peace divine ? 
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No ! though her brow may speak a tale of care. 

The light of purity is beaming there ; ^ 

And if her sorrows are of mortal birth 

They may be pardon'd to a child of earth ! 

'Tis she, the morning's loudly vaunted Bride, 

Who knelt in beauty by Lord Albert's side ! 

Why stands she here unheeded and alone. 

With misery's darkest shade around her thrown ? 

This is the spot, where innocence and love 

First beam'd in seraph beauty from above. 

Where one now faithless, breathed each honey'd word 

Which touch'd in her young breast love's mystic chord. 

And she once more would tread the hallow'd spot 

Of scenes which now must be for aye forgot. 

Her hand she presses on her fever'd brow : 

Thought of the past is guilt — ^is madness — ^now. 

Ah ! what avail'd it that the eye of Heaven 

Witness'd the vow the morning rite had given ? 

Pride now has vanished, and returning love 

Has doom'd her breast a sharpen'd pang to prove. 

Perhaps for years by Albert's side to stay, — 

Her heart's first chosen love is fox away 

Happy if ne'er by chance he should return 

To make her Lord his Bride's dishonour mourn. 

The sadd'ning echo of the plaining wind 

Wakes a strange influence in her anguish'd mind. 
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Hark ! hncy whispers that mysterious words 
Are hlending with the wind harp's solemn chords. 
Which on the hreeze in softest tones are stealing. 
Sweet as love's first and passionate revealing ; 
When the soft tale is told by mingling sighs. 
And on the lip th' impassion'd murmur dies ! 
Is it her lost love's voice, that fisdn would chide 
That she has vow'd herself another's bride ? 
Is it her guardian spirit that would tell 
Of danger near of virtue's breaking spell ; 
And warns her by the holy awe she feels 
As o'er her ear that dirge-like music steals ? 
Hark ! in the pauses of her bosom's fear. 
Advancing footsteps fall upon her ear ! 
Some bold intruder on her secret hour 
Will enter soon her fBur-seduded bower. 
He comes ! her feet are rooted to the ground 
And like a marble statue she is found ! 
Shrin'd in a niche beside the flower-strewn seat 
She seems the goddess of that calm retreat ! 
But that with some remains of life, her form 
Of youthful grace and slender mould is warm. 
But that he hears, though many steps apart. 
The throbs convulsive of her trembling heart ! 
With spell-like fear she now looks up on high. 
As dreading there to read her destiny ! 
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She views the object of her fond alarms ; 
And Ada senseless fedls — ^in Julian's anns ! 

Yes ! he has press'd upon her pallid brow 

The wild warm kiss; love only can bestow ! 

And once more strain'd her to his throbbing heart. 

As 'twere life's mortal agony to part. 

Yet must it be ! she is another's now ; 

The lip he loved has breath'd the solemn vow 

Which dooms him from her side for aye to sever. 

Parted on earth — ^parted perhaps for ever ! 

Led by the shining of the moon's soft beam. 

His anxious eye falls on the silver stream ; 

To whose wild music, in their love's young hour, 

They oft had listen'd in that lonely bower. 

Her fiainting form he clasps, and o'er the wave 

He fondly bends, her senseless brow to lave ; 

And as he gazes on her alter'd charms. 

Heeds not that Albert's Bride is in his arms ! 

And does the water of the cooling spring 

Back to her brow the gushing life-blood bring ? 

And does the freshness of the dewy air 

Which waves the glossy ringlets of her hair 

Call back life's fluttering pulse to her young heart, 

Which seem'd e'en now as struggling thence to part ? 
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No ! 'twas the pressure of those arms of love. 

Her home on earth, her vision'd heav'n above. 

No ! 'twas his fond lip's well remembered thrill 

Which bent to kiss from her's the dewy chill. 

No ! 'twas the whispered music of that voice 

Which fiEun would bid her even now rejoice ! 

Which breathing in her ear with seraph tone, 

Call'd her his " lov'd," " his beautiful," " his own !" 

And bade the trembling dove to flee for rest. 

To her own ark of peace, her Julian's breast ! 

" Heard I not even now the blighting tale ? 

Sunk not my heart ? grew not my cheek more pale ? 

For well 1 knew that 'twas thy doubt of me. 

Which won thee from thy fond fidelity. 

Yet hear me, Ada ! by thy charms I swear, 

(Dearer to me, than Heaven's blest visions are). 

That never in my wanderings from thy side 

Woo'd I another for my fond heart's Bride. 

Thou dearest, loveliest, wert the guiding star 

Whose light of beauty bless'd me fix)m afar ; 

And though my country's troubled voice conjur'd 

That I once more should draw my patriot sword. 

Yet sent I many a messenger to thee, 

Arbitress of my lone heart's destiny ! 

Alas ! too well, I fear they reach'd thee not ; 

Yet could'st thou deem, thou wert by me forgot ? 
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Hear me, my Ada ! 'Tis not yet too late. 

Let me but snatch thee from thy present fate. 

And I will bear thee to some sunnier clime 

Where love idolatrous shall be no crime. 

It shall be so ! we must not— <»nnot part : 

Thus do I clasp thee to a husband's heart. 

Art thou not mine ? Were not thy young vows given 

To me alone, and register'd in Heaven ? 

And shall another's hand, my plighted bride 

Tear from the shelter of her loved-one's side ? 

Wilt thou not share thy Julian's destiny ? 

I know thou wilt ? Then dearest, fly with me !" 

Tempter ! forbear, nor with unholy art, 

From virtue's dictates lure that trembling heart ! 

Oh ! pause, for guilt is on thy onward path. 

And Heaven itself on crime has presag'd wrath. 

Pluck not the flower which blooms in sweetness now 

The wreath will fix its poison on thy brow ! 

A few short moments from her struggling breast. 
Broke the low sobs that could not be supprest ; 
And for a briefer space, that heart within, 
Virtue and honour strove with thoughts of sin. 
Oh ! let not virtue's strictest votaries deem 
Such thoughts were guilt, or sinful the wild dream 
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Of love and Julian, which an instant rose 

Within her breast to aid temptation's throes. 

Hast thou been tempted in some dangerous hour, 

When the heart's treachery lent its aiding power ? 

Then reader ! thou can'st sympathising tell 

How sharp the conflict, and how dark the spell 

Which rent the wounded stricken breast of one 

Whose thoughts were fix'd on love and him alone. 

Before her stood the form of life and light. 

Which years had blended with each day-dream bright. 

The ark where her young breast had shrin'd each thought. 

Which with his image was so deeply fraught ; 

His fond voice almost lur'd her to the path. 

Of guilt and darkness — of despair and wrath ! 

And she had yielded : but an eye of love. 

That watch'd her struggles from His throne above. 

Issued his mandate, that no noxious blight. 

On flower so pure and fair should e'er alight. 

And seraphs bending near, in mercy smil'd 

Their pitying aid on virtue's trembling child. 

Then from the circling arms of one so dear 

She calm withdrew, and wip'd the gushing tear. 

And stood in conscious purity alone. 

All woman's treacherous yielding softness gone ; 

And felt, though standing by her Julian's side. 

Firm in her faith as Albert's plighted bride ; 
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While echo's soft responsive music woke, 
'Twas thus in accents low, young Ada spoke ! 



" Tis not the spirit of my haughty line 
Which tells me, Julian, I can ne'er be thine ; 
*Tis not the deep disgrace — the earthly shame. 
Such deed would cast upon my high bom name : 
Nor that, my penance e'en on earth begun. 
The bad would mock me, and the good would shun. 
Too well I fear that these would empty prove 
Against the stronger, dearer claims of love ! 
To stand in health and sickness by thy side. 
To be thy love — thy Wife — thy cherish'd bride. 
To share ingrief and joy thy destiny— 
Oh ! I would barter all but Heaven for thee. 
Blest for a few short months if I could be. 
And dream of Paradise unveil'd in thee ; 
Yet soon our course of guilty fondness run. 
Thyself would scorn the love by falsehood won. 
And chilling coldness damp the glowing flame 
Which drew our footsteps to the path of shame. 
But though thy love might stand the teat of time. 
Nor shrink in horror from thy partner's crime ; 
Yet think how deeply would each fond caress 
Paint to thy Ada's mind her worthlessness ; 

c 2 
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When she who moum'd her absent love with tears 

Had dimm'd the promise of his youthful years> 

And recMess of his fate — ^had link'd his name 

With foul dishonour, treachery and shame. 

But if to thy unhallow'd wish I gave 

My fietme on earth — ^and hope beyond the grave. 

Yet say, my Julian ! could thy fond heart bear 

The deadly workings of my soul's despair. 

When deeds of guilt, and fell remorse, should rise 

To bar my passage to the peaceful skies ; 

When on a death-bed the avenging frown 

Of wrathful Heaven should weigh my spirit down. 

And while my soul was struggling here below. 

Give the sad presage of eternal woe ! 

No ! though thy love a monarch's crown could give. 

It should not woo me thine in guilt to live. 

Death and death only now can break the tie 

Which binds me to a husband's destiny ! 

And thou, my Julian, pray that heav'nly grace 

May from our hearts all thoughts of guilt erase : 

What though the sentence rend each breaking heart, 

Here dearest, earliest lov'd ! we now must part ; — 

Around us fate has cast its darkest spell. 

Here where our vows were pledg'd — for aye farewell ! 

I do not say ' forget me,' 'tis a task 

My heart rejects, and more than love could ask. 
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Nay dearest ! think of one, whose anxious eye 

Shall strive to pierce thy wajrward destiny ; 

One, whose fond lip when calmer thoughts are* given 

Shall waft thy name in orisons to Heaven ! 

And, fondly gazing on the peaceful skies, 

Hope that a brighter dawn may liiere arise." 

They parted ! time has pass'd and, day by day. 

That placid mourner fades to death away : 

Yet, firm in duty's path, celestial peace 

Has bade the sharper sting of sorrow cease. 

The last words murmur'd with her j&iiling breath 

Were these : " be yon green vale my couch of death !" 

The green turf only lies upon her breast. 

Pie bending willow marks her place of rest ; 

And village maidens in the spring-time fair. 

Wreathe their wild flowers — and tell her sad tale there. 

Some years had pass'd when there was seen to come 

A careworn hermit to that lady's tomb, 

Ere many days there rose a simple urn 

To mark the grave of her he seem'd to moiurn : 

And on the marble fair was traced above, 

" The wretched Julian to his perish'd love !" 

H. B. K. 
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THE DEATH-BED 



Thb dyiag light of a sweet autumn day 

Shone through the lattice, and the mingled breath 

Of summer's ling' ring flowers borne on the breeze. 

Cast a sweet perfume round the sufferer's couch. 

Oh ! for an artist's pencil, now to trace 

The group on whom day's parting light was shed. 

Upon that couch is laid the graceful wreck 

Of one whose form in manly beauty shone ; 

Ere yet devouring sickness stole the bloom 

From oflF his cheek — and vigour from his limbs. 

That sculptur'd brow, where dark and glossy curls 

Are clustering in luxuriance of growth. 

Was ever pale, but now the deathlier hue 

Of sickness and disease is gathering there. 

Blanch'd is his cheek and colourless his lip. 

Yet round him play the sunlight's ling'ring beams. 

And none but those who watch, with anxious look. 

The varying light upon his pallid brow 
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Can tell that death ere long will seize its prey ! 

Yes ! gaze once more upon that setting sun. 

Look round thee on the beauty of the world. 

And sigh thy last adieu to breathing life. 

For never more to thee shall mom arise ! 

Yet happier, Ernest, art thou in this hour 

Than when around the festive board, thy wit 

Call'd forth the loud resounding laugh of mirth ; 

Than when thy hand, with more than mortal skill. 

Swept o'er the breathing string, and crowds around 

Cast heaps of incense at their idol's shrine ! 

Celestial peace has dawn'd within a breast. 

Where nought but earthly passion warr'd before, 

Hope beams upon his brow, and from his lip 

Comes the low murmuring soimd of prayer and praise, 

Long strangers there — and in his uptum'd eye 

Rests the expression of confiding love. 

And faith which looks for pure immortal bliss. 

Beside that bed of death is seated one 
Whose patriarchal form, and silver locks. 
And reverend aspect, call for awe and love ! 
That calm, clear, brow bespeaks a mind within. 
Almost sublim'd from every thought of earth : 
And not the lapse of three- score years and ten 
Has dimm'd the brightness of that eagle eye. 
Which still can cast the lightening of its glance 
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Upon the wretch, who by an impious sneer 

Would cast contempt upon eternal truths. 

Servant of God ! Ambassador of Christ ! 

And shepherd of His flock ! thine is the task 

To seek the wandering, to reclaim the lost. 

And guide them safely to that blessed fold 

Where dwell in peace and love the heirs of heaven ! 

When rob'd in priestly garb he stands within 

The precincts of his Master's holy place, 

A minist'nng servant at God's awful shrine : 

Then what a flood of silver eloquence 

Pours from those aged lips, till he recalls 

yo fancy's vivid eye, the prophet-seer. 

Who e'er the flood had cleans'd a guilty world 

With its o'erwhelming tide, had boldly stood. 

With outstretch'd arms, and threats that warn'd in vain, 

Between God's wrath, and lost rebellious Man. 

Aided by Faith's keen gaze, his holy mind 

Can pierce the shadows of a world to come. 

And to the eye intent on heavenly things. 

Can half unveil the glories of the blest! 

Open before him lies the " Book of life" — 

And as his voice reads from the sacred text 

Some blood-seal'd promise of redeeming love. 

Parental joy beams on his placid face. 

To mark the glow of rapture on the cheek 

Of the lov'd youth who lies expiring there. 
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But there was one young mourner kneeling there, 

Who as the sacred solemn page was read, 

Which whisper'd comfort to the sick man's hreast. 

Grave, by low-stifled sobbings, note of grief. 

Which not e'en thought of heaven could quite repress ; 

And tlien the thin, wan, hand she clasp'd in hers 

Gave by its lengthen'd pressure, sign that he 

Felt all her grief, and knew it was for him« 

She was a pale, slight girl, and fair had been. 

But not on page so solemn would I trace 

The fleeting charms which deck'd the spirit's shrine ! 

She had not shrunk from Woman's loveliest task, 

To cheer the dying, and to smooth the couch. 

Where all she most had loVd expiring lay \ 

She was the pastor's daughter ; and in days 

Of bliss long past, was Ernest's plighted bride ! 

Lov'd was he then, more lov'd than aught of earth. 

Yet dearer Isabel to thy yoimg heart. 

In this lone hour of sickness and of death. 

Than when, in all the pride of youth and health. 

He woo'd thy love ! Well may'st thou weep. 

For love's prophetic eye can sadly trace. 

That soon the light of life will be withdrawn. 

And that warm clay be tenantless and cold ! 

We win retrace the past and see what makes 
VouDg Ernest's death-bed happier than his life ! 

c 3 
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He was among earth's noblest, and the rank 

He bore from childhood was his virtue's bane. 

Devouring pride was early sown within, 

Its hasty growth all tended to promote : — 

Nature on him profusely lavish'd all 

Which most attracts the eye or wins the heart, 

If rightly cherish'd — ^but in vain she gave. 

For there were none to guide him to the path 

Which leads to life, to virtue, and to heaven ! 

The voice of flattery breath'd upon his ear 

With most delicious incense, and so oft 

Repeated were her sweet and honey'd words. 

That he at length imagin'd nought on earth 

More worthy of the world's applause than he. 

From wayward infEuicy to youth he pass'd — 

A stormy period — ^manhood stormier still. 

Overtook him in a wild pursuit for peace. 

Not sought aright and therefore not attain'd. 

He bent in turn at every earthly spring 

Of science and of pleasure, but he ne'er 

Had found or sought to quaff the Fount of Life ; 

That living foimtain, that exhaustless spring, 

Whose streams of love and bliss immortal flow. 

He stoop*d to gather every earthly flower 

That cross'd his path, and bound the glitt'ring wreath 

Upon his brow, it faded soon away ; 

But the dark poison of its leaves remain'd. 
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And first in the wild chase his footsteps ran, 
For earthly bliss was pleasure's varied round : 
To woo him Pleasure held her syren cup. 
He raised the sin-fraught chaKce to his lip 
And deeply drank, indeed so deep the draught. 
And oft repeated, that at length it pall'd 
Upon his taste, and then the baffled youth 
Much marveUed that pleasure's rose-crown'd bowl. 
With the soul's anguish was so deeply drugg'd. 
And now in changeful mood young Ernest knelt 
With all youth's ardour at the shrine of love ! 
But stop, my pen, nor dare on such a page 
To trace the hallow'd name. Love ! purest dream 
That gilds with Iris' hues life's dreary way ; 
Unsullied beam ! — not thine the impulse felt 
By pleasure's votary — ^passion's raging fire. 
And fickle feuicy's ever roving wish. 
These fixed his gaze on many a beauteous form 
That hover'd o'er his path ; some few escap'd 
The unhallow'd love of him whom nature form'd 
With every grace to aid seduction's wile : 
Yet many a victim fell — but of them all 
One wither'd flower alone I would select. 
Floranthe, oh ! what words of mine can paint 
Thy beauty and thy loveliness, or e'er 
The spoiler's touch had sullied all within I 
He saw her lovely as the morning's blush — 
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Pure as the virgin rose, nor stopp'd till guilt 

Consign'd the matchless blossom to his wiles. 

Ah, spare the sequel ! sated with the bloom 

Of that bright rose his wanton hand had pluck'd. 

Withering he cast it from his traitorous breast. 

What thoughts were thine Floranthe in that hour ? 

By friends deserted — ^to the world's cold scorn 

Expos'd — abandoned, soon she pin'd and died ; 

Yes, died ! by all condemn'd, and none cried " shame" 

On him who won her once pure thoughts to sin ! 

Ambition's dream came o'er him, and he sought 

To snatch a deathless wreath frt>m fleeting time. 

He touch'd the harp-chords with a master's hand. 

And the sweet strings gave forth some tones of heaven ; 

But soon their music jarr'd, for deepest guilt, 

And human misery were his chosen themes. 

He soon found Earth with all its varied scenes 

Too small a field for his wild fismcy's play. 

Then Heaven and Hell with impious eye he scann'd 

And plac'd in glowing colours on his page. 

Alas ! he might have swept a Heav'n-strung lyre. 

And left, to distant time, a glorious name ; 

But wild and dark the lays his fancy chose. 

And they who most admired — ^yet most condemn' d. 

But now, to chase each thought which rose within 

His breast, of time misspent, and fading youth. 

He left his father-land and sought the shore 



THE DEATH-BED. S7 

Which classic fame endears to every heart. 
Long was his sojourn — ^temple — ruin'd shrine. 
And pillar twin'd with graceful ivy round ; 
And idol forms » of Time-defying grace. 
Wrecks of the sculptor's and the painter's art, — 
These met his raptur'd gaze, and fix'd him there, 
. But was he happy ? no ! he knew not God. 
To him there was a hlank in all around, 
And worst of all, a hlank within himself. 
He joy'd him much, in gloomy mood to trace 
Old ocean roaring with its voice of storms. 
But felt not 'twas a deity that spoke. 
To him the thunder's roar and lightning's play 
Was music wild, and such as most he lov'd ; 
But ne'er his thoughts were lifted up to praise 
The might of Him whose mandate sent them forth. 
He loved the dimness of the star-light hour. 
And midnight's halmy hreath, when the young moon. 
With rohe of fleece and coronal of gems 
Was floating in her radiance through the sky. 
Alas ! within, no spirit's power awoke. 
To lead him on to virtue and to peace ! 

But now the crisis of his fate drew nigh. 
He sought his home again, and landing there, 
Ernest ! on thee thy guardian angel smil'd, 
He saw young Isahel, the pastor's child, 
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A primrose op'ning to the breath of spring, 
And seeing, lov'd ! ah, not to her he dared 
Breathe of unholy passion : she was pure 
As the young snowdrop, ere its leaves unfold 
To meet the sun's yet fednt and sickly beams. 
Round her a spell of virtuous grace was thrown 
And he who oft had pour'd unhallow'd vows 
In beauty's list'ning ear, now bent himself 
Before the shrine of pure and holy love. 
To her his wanderings — sorrows — crimes were told. 
She list'ned — pitied — soothed — implored and loved ; 
Her gentle converse won the wanderer back. 
Her pious father show'd the path to Heaven, 
And God himself smil'd on the work of Love. 
Eternal truth beam'd on his darken'd soul. 
And chas'd the mists of error far away : 
Each stronghold of his pride was beaten down 
Before that Word which says that man is " dust !" 
And he the great — the wealthy — and the gay. 
Became the humble follower of Christ ! 
Some beams of earthly bliss before him play'd. 
For she, the lov'd and lovely, soon would be 
His — ^sanction'd by each holy marriage tie. 
Short-sighted man — within thy breast was sown 
The seeds of death ! no earthly bride for thee. 
Shall ever place the garland in her hair. 
Poor Isabel ! as day succeeded day. 
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She marked the wasting of tliat manly form, 
And knew that he was hast'ning to the tomb, — 
But with a hope of immortality. 
So bright — so piure — ^it almost seem'd a crime' 
To breathe a sigh o'er one so ripe for Heaven ! 

Clos'd is the volume ^hushed the voice that spoke 

God's promises of grace to guilty man ; 

And she that gentle mourner kneels alone 

Beside the loved-one's couch ; — no tear she sheds. 

But listens with intensity of look 

To the faint parting words of dying love ! 

" Momn not my Isabel !" his low voice cried, 

" No earthly bridal ours, but in the sky 

" We soon shall meet, to endless ages blest : 

" My trust is in the ' Rock of ages !' He 

" Whose pardoning love is my sole pledge of bliss. 

" Celestial odours breathe around me now, 

" I hear the choral anthems of the blest : 

" Angels are hymning me to yonder sphere. 

" One thought a moment stays my fleeting breath; 

" Yet must we part ! Best ! — dearest ! — fare thee well !" 

Faint and more faint those dying accents grew, 
A moment round his parted lips there play'd 
A smile celestial, and his closing eye 
Cast its last ray of bright intelligence 
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On that lov'd form which bent in anguish near. 
'Tis over ! dew-eyed seraphs bend around. 
To catch the dying Christian's parting breath ; 
The beam ethereal has upward sprung 
To join the Source of all-eternal light. 
And the free'd spirit, on the wing of love. 
Has flown to meet its Father and its God ! 

H. B. K. 
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A SKETCH. 



I heard the silver tones of childish glee. 
The wild hurst of the young heart's revelry ; 
And issuing from the grove a joyous throng 
Of infant heauty came with dance and song. 
One stood before me : 'twas a laughing child. 
Her bright locks ciurling in profusion wild ; 
Innocence stamp'd upon her open brow. 
Health beaming in her cheek's carnation's glow. 
There was a light within her deep-fring'd eye 
Which spoke an heir of immortality : 
Sweet was the sunny brightness of her smile 
Which play'd round lips devoid of guilt or guile ; 
Fitted to waft a seraph's spotless prayer. 
In breathing incense on the morning air ; 
To calm each earth-bom passion, soothe the heart. 
And bid each dream of anguish'd grief depart. 
With sylphic lightness in her form of grace. 
And beaming beauty in her childish face. 
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She stood a little denizen of joy. 
Which seven short summers could not yet destroy. 
She was hedeck*d with wreaths of every hue. 
Sought from the modest hedge-row where they grew ; 
Each leaf impearl'd with drops of morning light, — 
It seem'd, as gems had lent their radiance bright. 
She was the chosen queen of that young train 
Who warm with youth, play'd o'er the verdant plain. 
And as the wild breeze swept each tone along, 
*Twas thus the little syren breathed her song : 

" Oh, buy my flowers ! they're fresh and fair, 

Cull'd in the morning hour ; 

The pride of every wreath is there, 
From dell, and brake, and bower. 

Oh, buy my flowers ! the primrose pale. 

The violet darkly blue ; 
Casting their sweetness on the gale. 

This mom I've sought for you. 

Oh, buy my flowers ! each distant spot 
I've search'd for wreaths of light ; 

The matchless blue " Forget-me-not," 
The graceful poppy bright. 

And 'twining round my fairy wreath. 

The briar rose may fling. 
The sweetness of its honey'd breath. 

Upon the breeze of Spring. 
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" Then, buy my flowers ! they're fresh and feir, 

CuU'd in the morning hour ; 
The pride of every wreath is there. 

From dell, and brake, and bower/' 

The fair child ended ; and her simple lay 

In cadence soft died on my ear away. 

On, — on, the bright girl passed, but left behind 

Trace of her freshness on my thoughtful mind. 

And thou, sweet child, methought, shalt never know 

Despair's wild throb, or sorrow's anguish'd flow : 

Thou art a bud just opening to the mom 

Of dewy light, and of a sunbeam, bom. 

Shrin'd in thy loveliness, a priceless gem, 

A stainless pearl in nature's diadem. 

Calm be thy passage through this vale of tears. 

And bright with dreams of bliss thy coming years. 

We ne'er may meet again ; but still my eye 

With prophet gaze would pierce thy destiny. 

On thy yoimg brow no cloud of grief shall low'r. 

In thy pure heart no chilling blight have power. 

Virtue shall guard thee with her shield of light. 

And peace attend thee as her handmaid bright. 

For thee long years of earthly joys shall rise. 

And sateless bliss beyond the azure skies. 

When peaceful thou shalt yield thy latest breath. 

And blest on earth, at length shalt sink in death. 
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Nine dmes had Spring, with her soft robe of green. 

Cast a young brightness o'er the wintry scene ; 

Nine times had Summer's incense-breathing flowers 

Bedeck'd with glitt*ring hues the laughing hours ; 

Nine times had Autumn^ s sighing gales swept by 

Warning the ear that Summer*s death was nigh ; 

And Winter with his chill and icy reign 

Nine times had frozen o'er the verdant plain, — 

When on a summer's eve my wandering feet 

Sought the calm stillness of a cool retreat. 

It was a garden ; and a treasur'd store 

Of floral beauty cast its sweetness o'er : 

Each ling'ring zephyr, in whose fragrant breath 

I trac'd the blended sweetness of each wreath. 

Flower and shrub, and stately tree were there. 

Each lowly creeper, each exotic rare : 

There was a sound of murmuring waters near. 

That stole in softness on the lonely ear : 

And the young ring-dove from her nest on high 

Pour'd forth a flood of plaintive melody. 

I was not there alone ; a rustling sound 

Of green shrubs near me made my eye glance round, 

And flx*d my gaze upon a form of light, 

Defin'd distinctly by the moonbeam bright ; 

'Twas a fair girl — ^and still my heart can trace 

The feature of that pure and pensive face ; 
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Twas she, who in her childhood's radiant hour 
Had crossed my path a pure and spring- tide flower. 
That bud had open'd to the noon-day sun. 
And womanhood*s young dawn had just begun. 
There was a white rose 'twin'd in her bright hair. 
Yet was her cheek than that pale wreath more fair ; 
And ever o'er her brow were shadows stealing. 
Some soft emotion of the heart revealing. 
And o'er her pale cheek play'd a rose-tint fair. 
Which for a moment only Hnger'd there ; 
But none might wish a brighter glow to grace 
The speaking beauty of that gentle face. 
Her slender hand swept o'er the trembling wire. 
She join'd her sweet voice to the silver lyre. 
And screened by foliage from the moonbeam^s ray. 
Breathless I listen'd to her low-breath'd lay, 

*• Come love to me 

When daylight is dying ; 
Then by the willow tree. 
Where moss and violets be. 

Shall I be lying. 

" Come love to me 

When eve's dewy star. 
Like the lamp of love 
In the Heaven above 

Shines from afar. 
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" Come love to me 

When the harp's sweet chord 

Sigh through the trees. 

And the lonely hreeze 

Echo's unearthly words. 



"Then haste love to me. 

For the stilly hour. 
And the maiden light 
Of the moonbeam bright. 
Awakens music's power. 



>» 



Another form was standing by her side, 

A graceful form in manhood's opening pride. 

" Roselma," said the youth, and the low tone 

Which caught her list'ning ear was music's own. 

Sweet as the faint streams of an earthly lyre. 

When on the distant ear the notes expire : 

And breathed from lips which fondly vow'd to bless 

With answering faith her trusting loveliness. 

" Roselma !" once again, and her sweet eye 

Uprais'd to his, alone made fond reply. 

His trembling lip has press'd her snowy brow. 

And summon'd to her cheek its vanish'd glow ; 

And they are holding converse deep and sweet 

Within the shadow of that calm retreat. 
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Who was Roselma ? when the morning came 

I ask'd, and heard her story and her name. 

A lovely orphan, from her childhood left 

To stranger*8 care, of every friend bereft ; 

But he who watch'd her with a father's care 

Had pledg*d her hand in marriage to his heir. 

The young Adolpho ! Those young hearts were one. 

From childhood's hour their youthful passion sprung : 

And glad was I to hear this simple tale, 

Griev'd had I been had her young cheek, so pale. 

Been blanch'd with suffering, or had her sweet eye 

Wept o'er the darkness of her destiny ; — 

For she had crossed me like a beam of light, 

A fairy vision of the slumbering night ; 

When .fancy's eye embodies shapeless things 

To aid her in her bright imaginings. 

I stood within a hall of princely state, 
'Mid the proud concourse of the fair and great ; 
Vases of priceless worth around the room 
Grave the sweet tribute of each rich perfume : 
And lamps enwreath'd with garlands brightly gay. 
Shone with a blaze that mock'd the noontide ray. 
And round each pillar's graceful sculpture 'twin'd. 
Wreaths of each scent and every hue combin'd. 
And sounds of earthly music floated there 
To chase with silver tones each bosom's care. 
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And here and there a gay and festive throng 

Joined the light dance or turn'd the tuneful song. 

I gazed, unnoticed by the circle fair. 

On many a graceful figure gliding there : 

But one slight form was standing far apart. 

Which woke a chord of feeling in my heart ; 

It was Roselma ! like an eastern queen. 

She stood presiding o'er the fairy scene. 

Hie glittering zone, her slender waist to bind. 

Was bright with gems of price from distant Ind. 

And of her sun-bright tresses, not a curl 

But was bound up with strings of Orient pearl. 

She stood beside a harp, whose plaintive chords 

Were soon to echo her far sweeter words ; 

And round t^e room admiring plaudits rang. 

Ere the young songstress her wild lay began. 

My thoughts went back to many a year long past. 

And to that sweet scene where I view'd her last : 

When love, and hope, and joy conspir'd to bless 

With dreams of bliss her youthful loveliness. 

But where is he who wander'd by her side ? 

Is she not then Adolpho's cherish'd bride ? 

No! rank and wealth have woo'd her from his 

arms. 
And glittering baubles won Roselma's charms. 
But, was she happy ? No, there was a blight 
Which seiz'd her breast, when severed from his sight. 
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Remorse is now within, and day by day 
That fairy form is hasting to decay ; 
Death is presiding at the festal board, 
And soon her lip must own him for her lord. 
His is the gleam which lightens in her eye. 
Where life's last powers are bright'ning but to die : 
His power is in her young cheek's hectic glow. 
Which mocks the red wreath twining o'er her brow ; 
Yet crowds while gazing on that fiice so fair, 
Mark not the ruin darkly working there. 
Though when her hand across the harp she flung. 
Ere the wild lay of dark despair she simg. 
It was so thin, so clear, so wanly pale. 
It well might speak consumption's deadly tale. 
But, hark ! her touch awakes the breathing strings. 
And thus her last sweet lay the minstrel sings : 

" For me, the blushing rose-buds wreathe, 

And 'twine them o'er my brow ; 
Nor let the silver harp chords breathe 

One tone of sadness now. 

" No ! give me pleasure's rosy cup. 

That Lethe of the soul ; 
rU drink the maddening mixture up. 

Though death were in the bowl. 

D 
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" Far» fex away ye dreams of youth. 
That still would haunt my breast ; 

Visions of light, and love, and truth. 
Which wring my soul £rom rest. 

" Oh ! what can bring that calm to me 
Which long my heart has sought ; 

Oh ! that thy dawn Eternity, 
May banish earthly thought !*' 

Each sound is hush*d ! whose then that startling sigh 

Among*the crowd that stands so mutely by ? 

Lost, lost Adolpho ! can that sound be thine ? 

Why would' st thou gaze upon yon ruin'd shrine ? 

Why would'st thou trace within her hectic bloom , 

The presage of the grave's approaching gloom ? 

Upon his cheek is many a line of care. 

And on his brow the workings of despair : 

One long wild look, upon her face, he cast 

Of ling'ring love, then from the crowd he pass'd. 

But whence has fled the minstrel's soothing power ? 

What gloom is gathering o'er this festal hour ? 

Yes ! she has met that gaze of agony. 

And it has sever 'd life's remaining tie. 

The past rose up, upon her anguish'd thought, — 

She could not view the ruin she had Wrought.' 
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The damps of death are gathering on her brow. 

The wither'd flower is crush'd for ever now ! 

The pitying ear of one who bent to aid. 

Caught the low words the heart- struck mourner said : 

" Curse me not, love !" the dying feir one cried, 

" Death shall unite us !" thus Roselma died ! 

Gone from that hall is all its radiant throng, 
Dim is each lamp, and hush'd the voice of song : 
And the bright wreaths, which round their odour shed. 
Are laid to wither on the senseless dead. 

H. B. K» 
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I gaz'd upon his brow ! or time, or care. 
Perchance the latter, early there had quench'd 
The joyous light of youth — yet 'twas not age. 
The dark eye's fiery glance, the unbent form. 
And hair unting'd by one slight shade of grey, 
Show*d that his years were in their summer prime. 
Yes ! he was yoimg, if days, and weeks, and months. 
In turn revolving, form the course of time ; 
But if, as wiser seems, our mortal life 
Be reckon'd by th* events of joy, or grief, 
Which crowd into its brief and wretch'd span. 
Then all might trace upon that proud pale brow, 
Eternal winter, and the snows of age ! 

Alas ! there is a blight 
Which stamps the human brow, and asks not years 
To fix its dark and deadly impress there. 
Yes ! there are moments in our mortal span. 
Which in their brief duratioi^ can comprise 
All that we image of eternal woe. 
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One bosom-pang that with volcanic power 

Rends the young heart where feeling's throne was plac'd. 

And casts the ashes of its deadly fire 

O'er every scene, and thought, of living joy ; 

This in its short existence may involve 

A long, a dark eternity of grief. 

Gaze on that mourner's brow! what read'st thou there ? 

The history of a life ? behold he stands 

With folded hands, and brow like marble pale, 

In proud endurance of undying woe. 

The withering smile 
Has pagi'd like light'ning from the lip of pride. 
And that dark eye whose upward glance appear'd. 
To look defiance at inflicting Heaven, 
Is tum'd to earth, suffus'd with burning tears. 
Dark child of sorrow ! speak thy cause of woe ; 
Did yoimg ambition woo thee with her dreams 
Of light deceptive ? when thy eager hand 
Was stretched to grasp the gay and glittering prize. 
Say ! did the treacherous syren, on thy brow. 
Refuse to place the fair and envied wreath ? 
Wast thou deceived in friendship ? did thy soul 
Commune with one unworthy of the trust ? 
And when thou foimd'st he was a serpent too. 
Was life's sweet spring for aye empoisoned ? 

Ah, no ! behold the tomb. 
Near which the mourner stands ; behold the wreaths 
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Of stainless hue, exhaling fragrant balm. 

Which gild the grave, and smile in mockery there. 

Ah ! speak they not of one as fair — as pure — 

The lovely and the loved, who sleeps inum'd 

In that cold marble shrine ? 

She was of mortal birth, but in her eye 

There shone the sunlight of another sphere ; 

And they who gaz'd upon its calm pure depth 

Of blue, as bright as midnight's cloudless sky. 

And view'd that form of such ethereal mould. 

That it might seem more fragile than the stem. 

The slender stem, which bears the lily's weight. 

Would pause admiring, — and marvel too. 

If aught so fair could claim her birth-place here ! 

The very blush which mantled on her cheek 

Was of so fednt a tinge, it might not seem 

The abiding brightness of the living rose ; 

'Twas more the light of feeling deep and high. 

And pure e'en in its passionate excess. 

Which gave that blushing radiance to her face : 

And when its soft tints feuied quite away. 

There's nought of stainless hue, on earth, could match 

The pale transparent beauty of her cheek. 

She was a child of feeling ! genius too 

(That dangerous gift to woman) gave its dreams 

Of burning light to her impassion'd soul. 

She sought communion with each brilliant star 



THE TOMB. 55 

Which cast its glory on the midnight sky. 

As though her spirit's home of hliss were there. 

To her there was a voice in every hreeze. 

And music too which sooth'd no ear but hers. 

She trac'd a spirit in each glorious flower. 

That lent its perfume to the noon-day breeze ; 

And when she drank the balmy breath of eve. 

She felt that viewless forms were round her then 

Radiant with life and loveliness, though veil'd. 

In mercy veil'd from every mortal eye. 

Then dreams of Heaven came o'er her, and her hand 

Would sweep with- magic art the living lyre. 

Till the rapt list'ner felt his soul dissolve 

In those sweet ecstacies which music brings ; 

And almost femcied in that stilly hour. 

The light inspired form of that young maid 

Was but the incamsition of his dream. 

Of ideal beauty ! 

How could it be, that one whose biiming thoughts 

Had claim'd a kindred with each hidden thing. 

Each mystery of Heaven — each wild high dream. 

Could turn to earth and find an idol there ? 

She lov'd, and was belov'd by one who came 

From distant climes : a soldier too was he. 

And, round his patriot sword the laurel wreath 

Blent with the myrtle which her hand entwin'd. 

In all the pride of youth young Ronald came. 
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He woo'd the mountain Lily for his bride, 

And won her virgin heart. To him she tum'd 

With all that high idolatry of soul. 

Which woman only feels — nor feels but once ! 

He was her young heart's idol ; every dream 

Of light and beauty centred now in him. 

There was a dream-hke spell in the soft voice, 

Whose tones of music breath'd into her ear 

The words of passion's tale, and young love's hope ! 

There was a magic in the dewy gaze 

Of those dark eyes, which fondly sought in hers. 

The light reflected of his ardent love ! 

Ronald was worthy too of woman's heart — 

Noble in birth, and faultless too in form. 

As Ghrecian statuary's idol dream. 

How nobler fuc the pure, proud mind which gave 

The light of virtue to each glorious deed ! 

They lov'd — as few in this cold world can love — 

With soul-absorbing passion ! Eartii's wide bound, 

Contain'd for them no other source of joy ! 

Oh ! blissful dream of life's first purest hour. 

Last wreck of vanish'd Eden ! Glimpse of Heaven. 

Love, purest source of aU terrestrial joy ! 

Why do thy votaries oft with tears of blood 

Repent the incense offer'd at thy shrine ? 

Is it that Passion's burning flames destroy 
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The rose-tints of thy light and sportive wing ? 
Is it that feeling's wild and deep excess 
Is all too passionate to last for aye ? 
And its first fervour past — ^leaves nought behind 
But cold satiety and indifferent scorn ? 
Not such thy fate Ad^le ! for thou wert lov'd 
With passion holy as thy own pure thoughts. 
The bridal mom was fix'd and all was joy. 
When to young Ronald came the mandate stem. 
Which summoned him to distant fields of death ! 
With tears they parted ; but some drops of bliss 
Mingled with that first draught from sorrow's cup ! 
Clasp'd to the heart, where she alone was shrin'd, 
Hope whisper'd comfort to AdHe's young breast ! 

Months pass'd away — and Ronald came not back 
To woo his lonely feir ; — and some there were 
Who deem'd his silence treachery to love, 
And said his drooping lily was forgot. 

All lov'd the maid, 
A few with prescient eyes saw on her cheek 
The hues of death, o'ershading youth's soft bloom. 
And felt that every hour of dark suspense 
Gave to her form, of almost sylph-like mould, 
A more unearthly slightness ! this flower of earth. 
They plainly saw would blossom soon in Heaven. 
Hope darken'd to despair in Ad^le's breast, 

D 3 
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And love confiding sicken'd to distrust : 

When back the wanderer came» and clasp'd — ^a wreck ! 

He knew it not ! to him she was the same 

Bright worship'd star of loveliness and light ; 

And who in that fond hour of joy could warn 

The doating lover, of approaching fate ? 

He knew it not ! love could not — might not see, 

That death was on her cheek — and in her heart ! 

The lip he pressed was warm with life and love. 

And in that eye of summer's brightest blue. 

He traced a lustre never seen before ! 

The bridal came ! and at the altar's foot, 
AdMe and Ronald knelt — ^the loveliest pair. 
That poet's dream could image to the thought. 
Bright earthly roses garlanded her brow — 
Breathing there light and bloom, a mother's prayer, 
A father's blessing — love — youth — hope — and joy. 
All smil'd propitious on her bridal hour. 
The rite is ended, and the sacred priest 
Hath blest the kneeling pair ! young Ronald stands. 
To clasp his lov'd one to a husband's breast. 
She moves not— kneeling at the sacred shrine. 
Her hands are clasp'd in prayer, and her sweet eye 
Is tum'd with glance of piety to Heaven. 
She moves not, yet ! a deathly chill is stealing 
On all around. Again her lover kneels — 
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He wreathes his arm around her slender form. 
And with the trembling tenderness of love. 
Withdraws the bridal yeH, and from her brow 
Of virgin loveliness he softly moves 
The smmy ringlets which o'ershade its snow. 
Ha ! does she sleep ? is mfant slumber stealing 
On every graceful feature ? — can it be ? 
Her lip he touches, but no warmth replies 
To that fond pressure — ^all is chill and cold. 
The seal of death is on that lovely form. 
And all he fondly — wildly clasps — is clay ! 

Darkness came down on Ronald's widow'd heart. 

And months have pass'd in sorrow's wild despair. 

They led him to her grave — and reason's light 

Retum'd to heighten woe by memory's pang. 

A ray from Heaven broke on the wanderer's path 

And thoughts of peace succeeded. Oft, as eve 

With soften'd light steals o'er a weeping world. 

He seeks Ad^le's low grave, and kneeling there. 

Prays that he soon may join her in the skies ! 

With mom's first breath he brings each blooming flower. 

To deck the tomb where his young love is laid : 

And ever as revolving night appears. 

He lies extended on the dark green sod. 

Which wraps the cold clay of his Virgin Bride ! 

H. B. K. 
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SONG OF THE NEW YEAR 1844. 



" I am come ! I am come ! from the far depths of time. 
The Eternal's high mandate hath summoned me here ; 

I have patiently tarried the last mournful chime 
Which rung out the knell of the old dying year. ^ 

" I am yet in the dawn of my beauty and power. 
And mortals shall hail me with carob of joy ; 
bear in my hands both the bud and the flower, 
A mission to save — and a sword to destroy. 

" If ye deal with me well, I shall bear on my wing, 
The sweet breathing incense of peace and of prayer ; 

Neglect or misuse me — ^in wrath I shall fling. 

O'er your pathway the clouds of remorse and despair. 

'* When I bid the sweet buds of the Spring-time unfold. 
Then gently my voice shall appeal to the heart ; 

And when Summer is radiant with crimson and gold, 
I shall fiedthfully still act my monitor's part. 
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" When Autumn has waned, and its red leaf is sere. 
Oh ! then to the thoughtless more loud be my call ; 

And when Winter shall see me stretch'd out on my bier, 
Then soMy my fieist dying echoes shall &1I. 

" I shall lead the young bride to the altar of Love, 
1 shall stand by the couch of the newly-born babe ; 

The strifes and the struggles of men I shall prove. 
And shall cast my sad wreaths o'er the cold gloomy 
grave. 

" I shall pour the sweet balm in the mourner's sad breast. 
And shaU point to a joy never fading on high ; 

To the holy in heart, shall my presence be bless'd. 
As I lead them yet near, and more near to the sky. 

*' And if, in my rapid career, I must sever 
The fond woven ties of affection and love ; 

Yet other's shall find me cementing for ever, 
A holier — ^happier union above. 

'' Oh pause ! and take heed to my swift ebbing tide. 
Ere the season of hope and of action be past ; 

For quickly my dark-flowing waters shall glide. 
And be blent with eternity's ocean at last. 

H. B. K. 
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Stern Winter comes again ! his hoary brow 
Is garlanded with berries bright and red ; 

His stainless throne is of the unsmm'd snow, 
And the sere leaves his damp and dreary bed. 

Since dew-ey'd Spring led on the genial hours 
Of the young year — what changes have we seen. 

Alas ! our hearts are as the vanish'd flowers. 

Whose withering speaks of joys which once have been. 

Sweet Spring brought forth her buds of purest light. 
The primrose pale, the snowdrop's vu-gin hue ; 

Hepaticas and gold-cup'd aconite, 

Fair cowslips and sweet violets dimly blue. 

They faded ! touch'd by summer's wooing breath. 
And rosier tints bedeck'd our garden bowers ; 

The bright carnation and the woodbine wreath, 

'Twined with the Rose — the matchless Queen of 
flowers. 
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Sweet jessamine in starry beauty clung 
Around our casement, creeping through the trees ; 

And mignonette its modest perfume flung, 
Woo'd by fond Zephyr on the western breeze. 



But see ! where Autumn's radiant children stand 
In bright profusion, rich in form and hue ; 

The glowing dahlias first — ^a beauteous band. 
Chrysanthemums and Salvias red and blue. 



Their hardy blossoms linger'd with us long, 
For fondly we the tender buds had chensh'd ; 

But now, alas ! both bud and blossom gone, 
'Neath cruel frost their fleeting glories perish'd. 



Oh ! ye sad types of all our earthly joys. 
Ye fEiding children of the waning year ; 

Death's canker-worm, which blights ye and destroys. 
Leaves our torn hearts, too,— desolate and drear ! 



The lov'd are gone, the merry voices hush'd. 
Which fell upon the ear like seraph's hymn ; 

Our hopes are wither'd, and our hearts are crush'd, 
The joyous shrines of love are cold and dim. 
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Ye shall return, fcir flowers ! the dawning year 
Shall give ye back to beauty and to bloom ; 

And we who moum'd your &ding with a tear. 
Shall bid ye welcome from your wintry tomb. 

But never more the cold grave ehall unclose. 
Or yield the lov'd ones to our fond embrace. 

On earth, there is no balm for human woes. 
This world is not our spirit's restiug-place ! 

Perchance, when time has heal'd tlie breasts so riven 
torturing grief, for they the dead — the cold — 
n may point our bright'ning thoughts to Heaven, 
id the flowers of Hope ag^ unfold I 

H. B. K. 
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ON THE SUDDEN DEATH OF MRS. M- 
AT THE R ^y, W ^m. 



Oh ! not to thee the stroke of death was fraught 
With all its wonted terror, for thy heart 

Chasten'd hy prayer and sanctifying thought. 
Had leam'd from life — and life's delights to part. 

And in the solitude of that dread hour, 
Thou wast upheld by mercy's hallowing power I 

Beneath the " everlasting arms" were spread, 
Which bore thee to thy Saviour's home on high ; 

And mercy's self sustain'd thy drooping head. 
And short, though sharp, the pang which bade thee die ! 

CaU'd, from the path of faith thou long had'st trod. 
To the immediate presence of thy God ! 

All grief was o'er, when hymning seraphs bade 
The patient christian to her Father's feet ; 

And all thy long-lost darlings, now array'd 
In garments white, were thronging round to greet 

The mother from whose fond and yearning heart, 
They had been forced in life's young bloom to part. 
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Not thine to feel the clinging ties of earth. 
Press down the soul in nature's parting hour. 

All the warm sympathies of human birth. 
Exerting then a more than tenfold power ; 

While all thy lov'd ones watch'd with streaming eyes. 

Thy painful lingering passage to the skies ! 

The loss was theirs who from thy lips of love» 
Had leam'd the awful lesson how to die ; 

The gain was thine so quickly call'd above. 
Thou wast but wafted to thy native sky : 

And thou hast left thy life's example bright. 

To draw their footsteps to those realms of light ! 

H. B. iC 
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LINES ON THE CONSECRATION OF ST. MARY'S 
CHURCH AT PLATT, 

NOVEMBER 3, 1843. 



Once more upon the Autumn breeze, a sound 

Of solemn sweetness steals — ^It is the call 

Of sabbath bells — a multitude are found 

Within thy hne, great Father of us all. 

With bended knees and thankful hearts to fall. 

And holiest thoughts are with their incense blending ; 

This day is hail'd by Heaven's high Cherubim, 

For heartfelt prayers are to thy throne ascending. 

And morning's rays, and twilight's shadows dim. 

Shall bear to thee on high, thy people's grateful hymn ! 

Thine aged minister hath bless'd the sod. 
And hallow'd it in thy most holy name ; 
And now the shrine is consecrate to God, 
And as thy promise was — thy spirit came — 
Not as of old in bright and dazzling flame : 
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But in the calm and pure emotion gushing. 
From the deep fountains of the unseal'd breast. 
High hopes lor future years are o'er them rushing. 
For here pure lips shall point them to their rest, 
Here shall thy "name be set"; — thy preached word be 
blest! 

Before that altar's steps, the gentle bride 

With tearful eye and fluttering heart shall kneel ; 

And as she views the lov'd one at her side. 

Bright dreams of vision'd joys shall o'er her steal. 

While yet undrawn, futurity's dark veil. 

And to that font, maternal love shall bring 

The little nursling of her breast, and raise 

In its behalf a holy offering 

Of pure and consecrated prayer and praise. 

And wish that it may sinless thread life's wild'ring maze. 

And oh ! when 'neath that churchyard sod we leave 
The lov'd — the lost — the dearly cherish'd one ; 
E'en then pure hope, and steadfast faith shall weave 
A ray of brightness : — Mercy from her throne 
Shall gently bend, nor leave the mourner lone. 
For God hath promis'd — and his word is sure. 
That when the tender links of earth are riven. 
That they His chosen few who still endure. 
To them the purchas'd crown of bliss is given. 
And all their sever'd ties shall re-unite in heaven ! 

H. B. K. 
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ELIJAH IN THE CAVE OF HOREB. 

1 KINGS, XIX, 11 12. 



In Horeb's mountain cave, there stood 

A solitary man ; 
O'er whom adversity's dark flood, 

In waves resistless ran. 
He sought a refuge in that hour. 
He fled before a despot's power. 



It was the prophet ! he whom God 

To sinning Israel sent ; 
When all beneath a tyrant's rod 

At Baal's shrine had bent. 
Save they — the faithful few — whose lives 
Were mark'd proud Ahab's sacrifice ! 
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The mandate came, ' go forth, and stand !' 

The Lord was passing by ; 
He veil'd his forehead with his hand 

And dos'd his shudd'ring eye. 
For ill might sinful mortal's gaze. 
Endure that glory's dazzhng rays ! 

There rose a mighty wind which swept. 
Along the mountain's brow ; 

The rushing gale which lately slept. 
Hath rent the dark rocks now. 

The thunder echo'd through the air. 

It pass'd away, ' God was not there !' 

Hark, to that sound ! the trembling earth 

To its foundation shook. 
It is the earthquake's stormy birth. 

The waves their path forsook. 
Creation own'd the voice of God, 
The forest trembled at his nod. 

And yet ' God was not there,' then came 
A fearful blaze of arrowy flame 

Athwart the riven sky ; 

' God was not there/ but from afar 

The stormy elemental war, 

Was echoing deep and high ! 
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But hark ! a * still small voice/ so clear. 

Its accents fall upon the ear : 
The prophet's troubled soul 

Is hush'd to rest — ^for from above. 
He hears a Father's voice of love. 
The raging storm control. 

Oh ! thus upon the troubled breast. 
By doubt, by guilt, by fear opprest 

May mercy's accents fall : — 
May cleanse the bosom foul with sin. 

May breathe a heavenly peace within. 

And God be all in aU ! 

H. B. K. 
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TO THE AUTHOR OF RETROSPECTIVE 

SCENES. 



Why tune to themes of hlood thy minstrel lyre ? 

Though sweet its chords, unholy is the lay ; 
Profane not thus the Muses' sacred fire» 

But soar on fancy's wings to realms of day ! 

Shall man's presumptuous voice with rapture sing 
Those darksome deeds which angels hlush to see ? 

Shall man rejoice o'er guilt and suffering. 

And call his hlood-stain'd triumphs " Victory ?" 

If e'er thy heart wept o'er the broken tie. 
The blighted hope of young affection^s hour ; 

Oh ! listen to the mourner's pleading sigh. 
What sounds are now in beauty's peaceful bower ? 

Hark, 'tis the widow's shriek ! the orphan's tear : 
The maiden wailing o'er her lov'd one low ; 

These are the sounds which greet the conqueror's ear. 
These are the stains which dim his laureU'd brow ! 
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Let hirdlDgs sing the ruthless deeds of war. 
But let no son of genius touch the string ; 

Oh ! leave the gory track of Victory*s car. 
And o'er thy harp some fedrer garland fling ! 

Yes ! quit for aye the war-ensanguin'd field. 
And woo the Muses in their peaceful shrine ; 

Castalian springs a purer draught shaU yield. 
And Genius fire thee with her dreams divine. 

So, when stem fate shall end thy sojourn here, 
Whether in hoary age, or manhood's bloom. 

Friendship shall sing soft requiems o*er thy bier. 
And wreaths undying blossom on thy tomb ! 

H. Bt K. 
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ON THE QUEEN'S VISIT TO TREPORT. 



Who comes in peaceful grandeur, to the shore 
Of sunny France to bid her monarch hail ? 

Not heralded by slaughter as of yore, 
When hostile banners floated on the gale. 

'Tis the young Princess with the eagle eye. 

Whose youth was foster'd 'mid a nation's smiles ; 

The theme of poet's sweetest minstrelsy. 
The fiedr young Sovereign of Britannia's Isles. 

Bright land of song ! 'Twas thine with joy to greet 
Thy virtuous monarch's cherish'd, honour' d guest ; 

And thronging thousands at thy waters meet 
To view the feir one — " throned by the west !" 

Not as of old, thy chivalry came forth 

With crested helms, and banners streaming far ; 

When deeds of high emprize, and knightly worth 
Made valour's meed a nation's guiding star. 



ON THE queen's VISIT TO TREPORT. 75 

Guesclin ! Bayard ! De Foix ! These names shall long 
In the young bosom raise the generous thrill ; 

And floating downward on the stream of song. 
In patriot hearts shall wake an echo still ! 

But softer themes demand the poet's lay, 
A holier influence o'er this meeting glows ; 

For France's stainless lily blends to day 
With England's bright and ever-fragrant rose. 

They stand within the Guises' ancient hall. 
And regal lips have quaff'd the ruby wine ; 

The fair, and brave, hold there high festival. 
And love and friendship shed their light divine ! 

Long as true hearts shall mingle, busy fame 
Shall strew her wreaths with an unsparing hand. 

And blend our Albert's and Victoria's name 
With thine ! brave monarch of the Gallic land ! 

H. B. K. 
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ON A VISIT TO BLARNEY CASTLE, COUNTY 

CORK. 



Deserted towers ! which still so proudly stand 

In dark decay amid this smiling scene ; 

Thou wreck of days gone by, when many a band 

Of warlike forms were gathered on thy green ; 

Still speak thy massiye walls of what has been : 

Still floats on fancy's ear, the battle cry 

Of those proud foemen, who from yonder height 

Besieged thy walls, still echoes deep and high 

Thy proud defiance, still thy stones can tell 

Of those who nobly fought, and yet unvanquish'd fell! 

I would not view thee, when the garish light 
Of heaven's high noon day sun is on thy walls ; 
No ! I would linger till the shade of night 
In weeping beauty on thy ruin falls ; 
Then Blarney would I pace thy desert halls. 
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Haply some glorious dream might haunt the mind. 
And poesy awake her breathing string ; 
While the low murmur of the plaining wind. 
Should dirge-like round thy ruin'd turrets ring. 
And the rapt bard some lay of inspiration sing ! 

High hearts and brave were thine ! but all are low. 

They sleep within the cold and narrow tomb ; 

And in that hall where valour's laurell'd brow. 

And beauty radiant in her vernal bloom. 

Were fear*d and worshipped — ^all is chilling gloom ; 

And many a weed overspreads thy greenwood bowers. 

And deepest desolation marks the place. 

Nought but the screech owl dwells within thy towers ; 

And the dark ivy with a wreathing grace. 

Clasps thy grey rugged walls within her fond embrace. 

Cold is the arm which held the knightly lance, 
Wither'd the festal crown which beauty wore ; 
Hush'd is the minstrel's lay — nor song — ^nor dance. 
With mirthful sound shall wake the echoes more : 
Nor warrior lips empassion'd vows shall pour 
In woman's list'ning ear, nor thrilling glance. 
Shall urge to honour's deeds the martial train. 
Nor banner float, nor stately war-horse prance ; 
All, all is silence now on yonder plain. 
In tranquil sleep repose the slayer and the slain ! 



78 ON A VISIT TO BLABNEY CASTLE. 

Yet oft, when midnight's blue and starry sky 
Mirror'd within the lake's calm depth is seen ; 
Strange scenes may be unveil'd to mortal eye. 
Then harmless elves, upon the velvet green 
Shall hold their feiry revels all unseen ; 
And the fear-haunted peasant near the spot. 
From toil returning in the twilight dim. 
Shall rest awhile, all earthly care forgot ; 
And deem he hears the echo of the hynm, 
Pour'd forth in Heaven's high courts, by loftiest 
Cherubim. 

H. B. K. 
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HOPE ! 



Best, brightest gift bestow'd by love divine. 
And fitted life's dark stormy path to cheer ; 
Ne'er — ^ne'er, from me recall thine influence dear. 
Kind Hope ! still make my heart thy joyous shrine. 
Still blend thine Iris' hues with every dream of mine ! 

H. B* K* 
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TO A SCHOOL-FELLOW ON HER WRITING 

A PRIZE THEME : 

OK I CORINTH IAX8, 9 24th. 



Well hast thou won the envied crown. 

And now the voice of fame ; 
While breathing words of high renown 

Shall blend with them thy name. 

While yet the rose upon thy cheek 

Assumes a brighter hue ; 
Oh ! let my pen the tribute speak 

To friendship justly due ! 

While journeying through this " vale of tears. 

To reach a distant shore ; 
May joy through all succeeding years 

Attend thy passage o'er. 

I would not gloomy cypress wreathe 

Around a victor's brow ; 
Nor words of mournful import breathe 

To damp thy feelings now. 
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But yet remember all in life 

Is bom to wither fast. 
The joys wherewith thy youth was rife 

In age will soon be past. 

But there is one which ne'er can die. 

Though earthly hopes decay ; 
A crown reserved above the sky 

That fadeth not away. 

For know in those bright realms of love. 

Celestial joys remain ; 
Oh ! hear the message from above, 

" So run, that ye obtain !" 

H. B. K. 
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TO CHILDE HAROLD. 



Ill-fated minstrel ! could not genius' ray 
Dispel the influence of each dark'ning cloud ; 
Which o'er thee cast its melancholy shroud. 
E'er thy young mom had open'd into day ? 

Why should ethereal quickness e'er be given 

To mortal feeling ? 'Tis contentment's bane ; 

And, blighted with one touch its ruin'd fane. 

The heart weeps o'er each vanish'd dream of Heaven ! 

Thy breast was feeling's most empassion'd shrine. 
But that was blighted ere thy summer noon ; 
And stem affliction cast its shadows soon. 
Of deepest sadness on thy breathing line. 

And thou didst drink from pleasure's poison'd spring. 
And madly woo'd the syren to thy breast ; 
But not her Circean charms, when most possess'd. 
Could draw the venom'd shaft of suffering ! 
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There ia a teaifiil spell upon thy page. 

And the dim vision of a broken hearty 

Still haunts the mind, and will not thence depart, 

But can the soul's deep sympathy engage. 



Thy Ijre could breathe no light or gladsome lay, 
'Twas like the wind-harp's melancholy wail. 
Which casts its sweetness on the summer gale. 
Sounding the requiem of departing day. 



But with such wizard art thy page is wrought. 
It haimts the mind like young love's vision'd dream, 
It dwells for aye in memory's wak'ning beam. 
In admiration's most empassion'd thought. 



Harold, ^Eirewell ! untimely was thy death. 
But thou hast left a most enduring name, 
Inscrib'd upon the deathless scroll of fame. 
And future bards shall envy thee thy wreath. 



For not alone the muses' garland lent 
Its light unfading to thy sculptar'd brow ; 
But with its fairy flower's immortal glow. 
The hero's laurel — ^patriot's oak was blent. 
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Thou wast but mortal, though to thee was given 

Such portion of the pure Promethean fire. 

As bade thy soul to glory's dreams aspire. 

And ting'd thy glowing thoughts with hues of Heaven. 

Shame to the one who would tliine errors scan. 
Deep let them rest, and may each future age. 
While musing o'er thy beauty-breathing page. 
Forget for aye the weakness of the man. 

H. 3. IC. 
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ON A RIPE STRAWBERRY, 

GATHERED NOVEMBER 14, 1843. 



Bright stranger ! whence, at this inclement time. 
Hast thou been wafted to our garden bowers ? 

Thy home was surely in some sunnier clime, — 
Thou wast not meant for dark November's hours ? 

Long have thy summer brethren pass'd away, 
We hail'd them then — a most delicious boon ; 

But withering *neath the hot sun's scorching ray, 
They vanished with the fervid hours of June. 

Pale Autumn nurs'd thee on her chilly breast. 
To rare perfection both of form and hue ; 

Thou com'st bright fruit ! an unexpected guest. 
The radiant child of sunshine and of dew ! 

We bore thee from thy damp and dreary bed. 
Fair pledge of distant summer's genial day ; 

And thy rich perfume, and thy glowing red. 
Shall bear the palm from many a wreath away. 

H. B. K. 
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TO 



Thy home, dear girl, ia on that eastern shore. 

Where mirth and joy lead on the laughing hours ; 

Where ev'ning's gales of balmy fragrance pour. 

Their perfum'd sighs through India's orange bowers. 

Where, brighter, darts the beam from beauty's eye. 
Where warmer tints upon her young cheek glow ; 

Where hearts are genial as their sunny sky. 
And nature's gifts in wild profusion flow. 

Ocean shall roll between us, but my heart 

Still fondly whispers we may commune still, — 

Mocks the decree which says that we must part. 
And owns no limit but affection's will. 

Wilt thou not love, when ev'ning's pensive hour 
Shall soften down the brightness of thy smile, — 

Yield up thy soul to memory's hallowing power. 
And view once more our cold and cloudy isle ? 
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Yes ! at the close of each revolving day, 

llimk of the few fond hearts which lov'd thee here ; 

Nor deem it useless sometimes then to pay, 
To severed love the tribute of a tear ! 

Sorrow once darkened o'er thy youthful brow, 
But like the morning mist it fled away ; 

No more shall anguish wring thy bosom now. 
For thee has dawn'd a bright unclouded day. 

For love has bent his seraph smile on thee, 
And deck'd with roseate hues thy blissful lot. 

Bade that thy future should all smiling be, 
And each dark dream of early grief forgot. 

Be thine, dear girl ! affection's changeless truth. 
Pleasure's young dream, and hope's undying glow ; 

The soul's eternal and unfading youth. 

With all of bliss which man can feel below. 

Take the warm wishes of a heart that ne'er 

Bent, save at truth's most pure and holy shrine ; 

Such love for thee shall be my constant prayer. 
Such dearest ! most belov'd ! be ever thine ! 

xi. B. K. 
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ON THE BIRTH OF A LITTLE GIRL. 



Each tliFoe is o'er — each anxious moment past. 
Mother, and Sire, and Husband bend around ; 

And rapture's tears are swelling thick and fast. 
O'er the young bud of promise lately found. 

Lo ! beauty sleeps upon her infant brow. 
And light is beaming from her op'ning eye ; 

And hope is shedding its transcendent glow. 
O'er this yoiuig hour of dawning destiny ! 

Sweet little heir of thousand hopes and fears. 
May no dark blight thy rising bloom destroy ; 

See thy fond parents smiling through their tears. 
Hail thee, the precious pledge of future joy ! 

Oh yes ! for them thy little tongue shall frame 
The first imperfect word it strives to say. 

And when religion, thy young thoughts shall claim, 
Their voice shall teach thy spotless lip to pray. 

Their hands shall guide thy wand'ring footsteps right. 
Their love shall weary Heaven with prayers for thee. 

Their fond example be thy guiding light. 
And thou the star to gild their destiny ! 

H. B. K. 
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TO MRS. P. ON THE DEATH OF HER CHILD, 



Mourn not for him whose soul has pass'd away. 

To purer regions — to unclouded day ! 

Weep not fond mother o'er thy sainted boy. 

Now rob'd with glory, thron'd in endless joy. 

The flower that wither'd in its budding prime. 

Shall bloom eternal in that distant clime ; 

The star which dimly shone in this dark sphere. 

Hath set to rise in cloudless radiance there. 

Now drinking from salvation's living spring, 

And wreath'd with flowers which know no withering ; 

Thy child has join'd redemption's choral throng. 

And blends his voice with their adoring song. 

Oh ! if the spirits of the blest can bend 

Their thoughts to earth, and earthly steps attend, 

Thy long-lost boy shall hear a mother's prayer. 

And guard thy footsteps with an angel's care : 

When round thee fall the deep'ning shades of eve. 

When dewy incense from each flower shall breathe. 
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Unearthly moaic, floating in the air. 
Shall warn thee that his guardian form is near. 
His voice shall reach thee in each lone retreat. 
And whisper " peace/' with accents soft and sweet. 
Shall soften memory's pang, and point on high^ 
To an eternal union in the sky ! 

H. B. K. 
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AN EPITAPH. 



Stranger ! a moment pause ! the relics here. 
Demand from thee the tribute of a tear ; 
Genius, and wit, and beauty's softest bloom 
Were hers, who moulders in this darksome tomb ! 
Art thou possessed of these ? Behold the grave 
Of one who found them impotent to save ! 
But she was virtuous, emulate her here. 
And nature's closing hour thou need'st not fear ; 
Virtue to thee a deathless wreath shall give, 
And, smm'd in bliss, thy soul immortal live. 

H. B. K. 
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ON AN INCIDENT IN THE SIEGE OF MALTA 

BY THE TURKS, 1565. 

Vide Watson's Philip the Second. 



La Valette stood on the turret's height. 

And gazed across the bay ; 
Where bath'd in the silver moonbeams bright, 

St. Elmo's castle lay. 

The red- cross flag was floating still. 
For his faithful knights had stood ; 

With valiant arms, and daimtless will. 
Against the Moslem flood. 

Proud Soljrman had sent the flower. 

Of his Turkish legions there ; 
And bade them raze both shrine and tower. 

In Malta's city fair. 

He look'd again in the midnight beam, 

A speck came floating on. 
Ere he reach'd the shore, a breathless knight. 

The strand had safely won. 



IN THE SIEGE OF MALTA. 93 

"I come," said he, " from my brethren bold. 

With sad tidings for thine ear ; 
No longer can we thy fortress hold. 

But must seek for refuge here. 



" We are press'd by want, disease, and woe, 

And at every step we tread ; 
Where'er within our walls we go. 

On the dying and the dead." 



" Go back," the Templar sternly cried ; 

" In the name of the blest St. John, 
Our patron Saint, and woe betide. 

Should ye yield, each recreant son ! 



*' We are pledg'd in the face of Christendom, 

Her bulwark aye to be ; 
And the motto on our banner bright, 

Must be death, or victory ! 



" Oh ! shame to knighthood, should we fail. 

In a cause like this divine ; 
And deeper woe should the red-cross vail. 

To the crescent's godless sign ! 
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** And never shall their ensigns float 

O'er Malta's city free ; 
Till the heart's hest blood of my gallant knights. 

Runs purple to the sea." 



Again the knight hath stemm'd the tide. 
And hath borne this message high ; 

And the faithful band of the true and brave 
Have pledg'd themselves to die. 



rhey have knelt before the altar's stone. 
And the holy priest hath shriven 

Each mail-clad warrior one by one. 
And his benison hath given. 



" Go forth, go forth, my brethren brave. 
In Christ's dear name be strong ; 

Ye shall earn for yourselves a glorious grave. 
And be chronicled in song !" 



When the morning came in mortal strife. 
In the castle's breach they stand ; 

And dearly each one sold his life 
To the unbelieving band. 
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Oh ! shame to valour ! the foe have ta'eiiy 

The corpses of the hrave ; 
They have gash'd the red-cross on their hreasts. 

And have flung them in the wave. 



But the foaming sea gave up her dead. 
Rich freight, which her bosom bore ; 

They have drifted been by wind and tide. 
To Malta's seiei-girt shore ! 

And every valiant heart was sad. 
And many a bright eye dim ; 

And even the stem La Valette wept, 
When they brought the news to him. 

In Malta's city, many a dirge 
Ere the midnight hour was sung. 

And many a wreath with tears bedew'd, 
By beauty's hand was flung. 



The holy priests the mass have said. 
And the requiem chanted o'er them ; 

They have borne to the tomb the mighty dead. 
And their banners float before them ! 

rl. B. K.. 
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Could fond affection piercing through the gloom 
Of years unborn, glance o'er fate's hidden page ; 

And trace with trembling eye, each lov'd one's doom. 
Through many a scene on life's eventful stage. 

The tear which kindly hope forbids to flow. 
Would early darken in the momner's eye ; 

And the sad image of expected woe. 

Make life's young pleasures pass unheeded by. 

But not to man's presumptuous hand 'tis given. 
To draw the veil which shades succeeding years ; 

'Tis wisely thus ordain'd by parent Heaven 
To save him here anticipated tears. 

Shrouded in darkness still the future rests, 
Nor mortal eye can pierce the mystic gloom ; 

And fancy's vivid ray in earthly breasts. 
But casts its gleam to light us to the tomb. 
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Yet some sweet scenes of vision'd joy are ours. 
Some stainless thoughts of loveliness and truth ; 

When ardent hope enwreathes her fairy flowers. 
And casts her halo o'er the dreams of youth. 



"Us then the mind's unsullied beam of light 
Casts o'er each coming hour a rose-ting'd hue ; 

But sorrow's tear soon dims the impress bright. 
And proves each early cherish'd hope untrue. 



But in the garland love this day would wreathe, 
I may not, will not blend the cypress bough ; 

Once more shall hope forbid my soul to grieve. 
Or stain with tears the flowers upon thy brow ! 



Dear object of one being's fondest love. 

May time still bear sweet incense on its wing ; 

Still may thy life, thy heart as virtuous prove. 
As in the hour of youth's imsullied spring ! 



When round thee close the solemn shades of eve. 
Ere night's fair stars have gemm'd the vault of blue. 

When from the wind-harp's chords shall music breathe. 
And every varied flower shall close in dew : — 

F 
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If thoughts of peace should then steal o'er thy soul. 
If strains unearthly float upon the air. 

To win thy mind from passion's dark control. 
To charm thy soul frt>m every earthly care : — 



Then deem that my fond prayer has reach'd the sky. 
That seraph forms have left their radiant sphere ; 

And bent in mercy from their thrones on high. 
To guard with minist'ring care thy footsteps here. 

H. B. iC. 
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Home of my childhood ! how sweet were the hours 
I pass'd in the cahn of thy sheltering bowers ; 
When the lov'd and the lovely were round me, and joy 
Ne'er presag'd that death would that union destroy. 

Hours of pleasure ! for ever ye 're fled ! 
Hopes of my youth! ye are withered and dead ! 
Darkly the storm has swept over my soul. 
Sadly I bend beneath sorrow's control. 

Home of my childhood ! in evening's soft hour. 
When memory steals o'er me with hallowing power : 
Again I revisit those scenes of delight. 
So dear to my heart, so fan- to my sight! 

Friends of my childhood ! your voices I hear, 

Sofdy they fall on my listening ear. 

Like the strains of the wind-harp, when darkness is 

stealing. 
On the glories a summer- day's light was revealing. 

f2 



161016 



100 WRITTEN AT 



Ye whisper, fond spirits, of peace and of joy. 
Of pleasure untroubled, untouched by alloy : 
Ye call me, ye call me ! to &ur distant lands. 
Again to unite in affection's soft bands. 

Oh ! soon may the cold earth be laid on my breast. 
And young flowers spring from the place of my rest ; 
And my soul wing her flight to some sunnier sky 
Wliere the blossoms of hope shall not open to die ! 

ri« B* K. 
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TO 



It was not that thy victor brow. 
Was crown'd with glory's wreath : 

Fair meed of many a valiant blow 
In distant fields of death.. 

It was not that the voice of fame, 
Whose plaudits reach the skies. 

Had blent her youthful warrior's name 
With deeds of high emprize. 

Not these had shrin'd thee in my breast, 

A deity of light — 
In deathless characters imprest. 

Love's image pure and bright. 

But Genius o'er thee cast a spell 

Of high and holy power ; 
And o'er my soul the influence fell, 

In love's first witching hour. 
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And when each soft and silver tone. 
In music met mine ear : 

I fondly to myself might own 
That thou wert justly dear. 



And thou hast woo'd my love with song. 
And pour'd thy heart in passion's line ; 

And won me from the heartless throng 
To love's unsullied shrine I 



Yes ! I have knelt and worshipp'd there. 

And vow'd each thought, each hope, to thee ; 

In sickness — sadness — gloom — despair. 
Changeless that love shall be. 



And, oh ! should clouds of deepest night 
Obscure love's sunny beam, — 

Still shall it live with deathless light. 
In memory's hallow'd dream. 



Yes ! memory, ling'nng near the shrine 

Of early blighted love. 
Shall image back each dream divine. 

Enkindled from above ! 
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And soothe my soul with pictur'd bliss. 

In some fan realm of day ; 
When the glad spirit, free'd from this. 

Shall soar in peace away ! 



In that iHight world no falling tear 

Shall shadow scenes of joy ; 
But those who moum'd as pilgrims here. 

In bliss their hours employ. 



XI* D» K« 
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TO THE NIGHTINGALE. 



How soft thy Bong, sweet Nightingale ! 
Thou warblest deep, in woody vale. 
To Cynthia bright thy plaintive tale» 

Thy music wakes the wood. 
How sweet in arbour to recline. 
Hearing thy melody divine. 
Whilst Dian's beam^ serenely shine. 

Shedding a silvery flood. 

Alas ! perchance thou moum'st thy mate. 
And querulous complain'st of fate, 
WhUe babbling echoes oft relate. 

The story of thy grief. 
Sweet bird ! whatever thy sorrows be. 
My bosom glows with sympathy. 
And my heart heaves warm sighs for thee. 
Would I could yield relief ! 
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Perchance some rufihless hand hath torn 
Thy nest from out the brambly thorn. 
When first arose the radiant mom. 

With blushing light. 
Perchance they killed thy callow young. 
That to thy downy bosom clung. 
Whilst thou, sweet bird, thy grief hast sung. 

The livelong night. 

Gk> ! seek some far-secluded dell. 
And with thy plaintive music's swell, 
Woo silence from her moss-grown cell. 

Sweet bird of song ! 
Where gushing from their secret nooks, 
Slow murmuring flow the sylvan brooks, 
And lovers with empassion'd looks. 

Their hours prolong. 

Free from the garish eye of day. 
Pour forth sweet nature's roundelay. 
In covert hid from Sol's bright ray. 

In greenwood bower ; 
There rear thy tender, much-lov'd brood. 
Where no rash footsteps dare intrude. 
Nor cruel hand with violence rude. 

Exerts its power ! 

C. G. K. 

F 3 
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TO 



Child of the Muses ! why neglectful leave 
The rust to gather on thy sweet-ton'd lyre ? 

Canst thou no longer foncy's chaplet weave. 

Or strike to feeling's chords the trembling wire ? 

Is every dream of early beauty fled 
Which cast its magic on thy youthful song ? 

Is every fairy bud of promise dead ? 
And canst thou not enchantment's lay prolong ? 

Has young ambition lost her charms for thee ? 

And wilt thou, in life's summer bloom« disclaim 
The wreath which blossoms to eternity. 

The envied station on the page of fame ? 

Oh, yet arouse thee ! sweep the silver string. 
And, glad, the Muse shall hail her favourite child ; 

O'er thy young brow her fiedrest garland fling, 
O'or thy sweet page cast inspiration wildl 
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Then yield no more to sloth's ignoble sway. 
But once again cast off her tjrrant spell ; 

Dream not life's precious, fleeting, hours away. 
But o'er thy soul let genius' impulse swell. 

Graze on fair nature's page ; and from thy lyre 
Pour forth the song of untaught melody ; 

Thy varied lay shall transport's thrill inspire, 
Thy glorious meed be fame's eternity ! 

Call back each dream of morning light, which cast 
Its sunny radiance on thy early strain ; 

Recall the fading visions of the past. 

And touch the trembling haip-chords once again. 

Yes ! let the wreath by poesy entwin'd. 

Blend with the warrior-laurel, on thy tomb ; 

Then shalt thou live in glory's light enshnu'd* 

And fame's proud voice shall chase death's darkest 
gloom. 

H« B. K. 
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ON the'' DEATH OF MRS. M. L's LITTLE 

OIRL. 



The dew was fresh upon a flower 

Of perfume and of light ; 
Expanding in the morning hour. 

Its infemt tints were bright : 
I looked again— ere noon had fled. 

That opening bud was withered — dead ! 

At fell of eve, a silver star 

Shone in the western sky ; 
It rose in brightness from afer. 

To glad the gazer's eye : 
A dark cloud veil'd its modest light — 

It sunk again in deepest night ! 
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And thus it is with all of earth, 

Which we most fondly cherish ; 
The loveliest things, of mortal birth. 

In vernal beauty perish : 
As if in mercy snatch'd away 

To sunnier climes — to purer day ! 

And she the lov'd and lovely one. 

In infant beauty bright ; 
Fills she not now a radiant throne. 

In yonder sphere of light ? 
Joins she not now the choral throng ? 

Blends not her voice with their sweet song ? 

And shall we mourn the early death. 

Or weep upon the tomb 
Of one, who drew her parting breath 

In life's young joyous bloom ? 
To her an envied lot is given. 

Thus early call'd away to Heaven ! 

Her life was but a rose-ting'd dream 

Of loveliness and truth ; 
And pleasure cast a golden beam 

Upon her hours of youth : 
And ere affliction dimm'd her eye. 

She pass'd into eternity ! 

H. B. K* 
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ON THE DEATH OF CAPTAIN D 



The warrior has fiallen — ^but not ]iy the foe. 
The mandate of Heaven oommlBsion'd the blow ; 
In the morning of life, and the spring-time of joy. 
The angel of death was sent forth to destroy. 

He is borne to tiie tomb by the young and the brave. 
And the tears of his comrades shall hallow his grave ; 
His name shall be breathed as a watch-word of glory. 
His virtues shall hallow tiie page of his story. 

No cypress shall wave o'er the place of his rest. 
No marble shall press on the yoxmg hero's breast ; 
But the garlands of spring with their light and their bloom. 
Shall breathe round his pillow their earliest perfume. 

The wreaths of the bridal are wither'd and dead, 
J ("or the lov'd one is summon'd to earth's narrow bed ; 
And soon shall the desolate, heart- stricken bride. 
Repose in the grave by her warrior's side. 

They shall meet once again in the regions of peace. 
Where the storms of affliction and sorrow shall cease. 
And the hearts which the death-stroke was fated to sever 
Shall there be united for ever and ever ! 

H« B* Ix« 
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TO , ON SWEARING. 



Breathe not that sacred name in jesting tone. 

Lest Heaven's avenging arm should strike thee dead;- 

Should the supremest from His awfiil throne. 
His thunder hurl at thy devoted head. 

Breathe not that sacred name in passion's hour. 
Oh, pause ! reflect to whom that name belongs ; 

Nor dare, rash man ! invoke almighty power 
To heap destruction on imagm'd wrongs ! 

But breathe that holy name with pious fear. 
With humble reverence, and filial love ; 

Invoke His blessing on thy progress here. 
And waft the prayer of penitence above. 

H. B. K. 
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A CHRISTMAS HYMN. 



Lord of life, and light, and love, 
Bend in mercy from above ; 

From thy radiant dwelling there, 
Listen to thy people's prayer ! 

And accept the hymn of praise, 

Whichr with grateful hearts, we raise ! 

Now, again, thy day of birth 
Comes to glad the joyous earth ; 

Rising on devotion's wing. 
Songs of joy we gladly sing. 

While the soimds of mirth and glee. 

Speak of earthly revelry ! 

Once of old a seraph choir. 

Swept the chords with haUow'd fire ; 
When their choral anthems rung. 

For Redemption's work begun ; 
Humbler is the earth-bom lay 
Springing from our hearts to-day. 
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By the sweat of blood, which pour'd 

From thy apotless body. Lord ! 
By thy sinless spirit's pang 

Ere the strife of death began ; — 
By that hour of darkest woe. 
Let our hearts with fervour glow ! 

By thy resurrection hour. 

Full of victory and power. 
By thine upward flight above, 

Finish'd all thy work of love ; — 
Let our incense to the skies 
Mount a grateful sacrifice ! 

Chasten all our hours of joy. 

Every thought of sin destroy : 
While on earth we thus adore. 

Let thy holy spirit pour 
O'er our hearts, unceasing love. 
Till we join the Blest above ! 

H. B. K. 



A 
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ON THE DEATH OF C. S 



Sweet Maiden ! early call'd from this dark sphere. 
To scenes of cloudless peace, and purest love ; 

Thou wast too fair a flower to blossom here, 
Thy native soil was in the realms above ! 

Sweet, sainted girl ! while round thy dying bed, 
Each mourning Mend wiped sorrow's streaming eye ; 

Bright angels bent to raise thy drooping head. 
And bear thee to a heavenly home on high ! 

Short was thy passage through this vale of tears. 
But cheer'd with many a ray of heavenly light ; 

Now thou hast bid adieu to earthly fears, 

And know'st no sorrow in those regions bright ! 

On seraph pinions swiftly borne from earth. 
Thy clay-freed spirit wing'd its cloudless way. 

Pure — ^and, exulting in its heavenly birth, 
To the blest regions of eternal day. 
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Xhere shalt thou bloom in never-fEuling youth, 
A monument of God's redeeming grace ; 

And tune thy golden l3n:e to sing His truth. 
Who led thy spirit to that blissful place ! 

Oh ! that surviving friends would learn from thee. 
Lowly to bend at virtue's hallow'd riirine ; 

Then should their lives as pure and peacefrd be. 
And their last exit — calm, tweet Maid, as thine ! 

ri. Bt K. 
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WRITTEN IN AN ALBUM. 



I sought, for thee, the pale blue flower 
Which grows in many a spot ; 

I found it in affection's bower. 
Its name " Forget me Not !" 

But as I tiiought a varied wreath 
Would more thy fancy please ; 

I went and pluck'd with mom's first breath 
A blooming gay " Heart's ease !" 

I 'twin'd in one the fragile flowers* 

And sent them, loye, to thee ; 
Oh ! may they bloom in Sophy's bowers. 

When I have ceas'd to be. 

H. B. K. 
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STARLIGHT. 



Of all the scenes by Heaven vouchsaf d below 

To still the throbbings of the bosom's woe ; 

There can be nought like summer's twilight hour 

When the bright noon has lost its garish power : 

When, robed in gorgeous clouds, the orb of day 

Hath sunk in glory's gilded sleep away ; 

When evening's shadows stealing o'er the plain. 

All nature bends beneath night's tranquil reign. 

Who hath not gaz'd upon the quiet sky. 

And felt his aspirations drawn on high ? 

Who hath not dreamt of brighter worlds than this, — 

Of some unclouded sphere of sateless bliss ? 

Who hath not fix'd his spirit's home afar. 

Within the orbit of some glitt'ring star ? 

Who hath not gazed upon the worlds of light 

Whose soft beams gild the ebon shades of night ? 

Nor felt, that they were messengers of love 

To guide his thoughts — ^his hopes — his heart — above ? 



y*' 
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Beam they not fondly o'er ot^r world of woe. 
Striving to lure our souls from things below ? 
Point they not upward to those sunny spheres. 
Where all unknown are sorrow's blighting tears ; 
Exhale not dews of pity from their eyes. 
That man should mar his glorious destinies ? 
Speak not their silver rays the praise of Him, 
Without whose blessing life were joyless— dim. 
Alas ! who feels not night's soul-hallowing hour 
Is lost to virtue— dead to beauty's power ! 

jT. B. K. 
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THE MORNING WALK. 



It was a glorious morning, such as earth 
Hath rarely witnessed since creation's birtb ; 
When heaven's high arch with choral anthems rung. 
To hail a world from chaos newly sprung ! 
When nature's forms of loveliness and light 
Disputed empire with the shades of night. 
When God's fair works in perfect order stood. 
Who gracious view'd, and then pronounc'd them 
'• good." 

It was a bright spring morning ! many a wreath 

Of op'ning beauty cast its peifum'd breath, 

On the wild breeze, and many a cheerful song 

Rose in sweet chorus from the feather'd throng ; 

Creation's anthem to the God of Love, 

Borne on young zephyr's cooling wing above. 

I sate me down upon the mossy ground, 

Where unseen violets shed their fragrance round : 

I listen'd to the music of the wave. 

In whose clear breast the bending willows lave ; 
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I gaz'd intently on the cloudless sky. 

As Heaven — ^beyond were op'ning to mine eye ; 

Not then I needed poet's glowing page. 

Nor history's record of some by-gone age ; 

For nature's volume lay before me open. 

As though the Deity himself had spoken, — 

By the bird's song, and by each fragrant flower 

That gave its incense to the morning hour. 

And audibly had call'd my voice to rise 

With theirs in blended worship to the skies. 

And I obey'd the call, and strove to trace 

With fedth's clear eye, my spirit's resting place ; — 

When all of earthly care should pass away. 

Before the dawn of Heaven's eternal day; — 

When earth's lorn habitants should cease to mourn, 

And vanish'd Eden once again return ! 

But faded soon those thoughts of heavenly birth, 

And my soul's communings were tum'd to earth. 

Around me all of breathing life was glad. 

And in that bright scene I alone was sad ; 

For darkness shaded o'er my path, and life 

With me was yet a scene of doubtful strife ; 

For though my years were in their summer day. 

And scarce life's vernal leaf had pass'd away. 

Yet sorrow's pang had touch'd me, and the dart 

Of adverse fate was rankling in my heart. 
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Hope with her fsury light had suiin'd my path. 

Then left me to affliction's sateless wrath ; 

All that my young heart's ardent thought had 

cherish'd. 
Had in the spring-time of its heauty perish'd ! 
What though around me all was light and hloom. 
It could not — might not chase my spirit's gloom. 
My thoughts a deeper shade of sadness took. 
From the calm heauty of that flowery nook ; 
I mus'd on all heneath the vaulted sky. 
And felt that earthly things are bom to die. 
The flowers, which cast their fragrance on the air. 
Wither, and other wreaths their loss repair ; 
The birds, which wildly carol in the sky. 
Must droop the wing to earth and early die. 
Death stamps his impress on each mortal thing. 
The loveliest earliest mark'd for withering : 
And man, the vaunted monarch of them all 
Bends he not too beneath the tyrant's call ? 
Bears he not too, his bosom's core within, 
Th^ seeds of death, first fatal gift of sin ? 
I.S not his life a scene of varied woe. 
That certain heritage of all below ? 
Love, glory, riches, all he courts in turn. 
Fade in his gr^p, and leave him but to mourn. 
And the bright dreams of early life, which cast 
A halo on his path, are quickly past ; 
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Quench'd in the darkness of that selfish gloom 

Which shades his path from manhood to the tomb. 

Such were the thoughts which woke within a breast 

Where darkest sorrow dwelt, no stranger guest. 

But one that since my childhood's hour of joy 

Had lurk'd within, to canker and destroy ! 

There was a beauty in that morning scene, 

Hallow'd and pure, and peaceful and serene. 

O'er me, at length, its witching calmness stole. 

And hush'd the warring tumult of my soul. 

A ray from Heaven broke the dark gloom within. 

And wam'd me that despair indulg'd is sin ! 

A spirit'^ voice was whispering from above 

With tone seraphic, words of peace and love ; 

Mourner ! go forth upon thy path, and know 

A heavenly arm will be thy guard below ; 

What though no roses bloom upon thy path. 

Though still afflictioki mark thee with her wrath. 

Yet patient pass the few allotted years 

Of thy dark sojourn in this vale of tears ; 

And, cleans'd from earthly stain, thy soul shall rise 

In cloudless radiance to its native skies. 

Each trial of thy frdtb in mercy sent. 

To lift thy wand'ring heart to Heaven was meant. 

Then murmur not, but fix thy stedfiast eye 

On the bright dawnings of eternity. 

H. B* K. 
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AX UNFINISHED FRAGMENT. 



Hast never, reader ! at the close of day 
Mark'd the soft shadows stealing o'er the sky ? 
Felt the clear breeze upon thy temples play. 
And joy'd thee in its pure and balmy sigh ? 
Token that twilight's deep'ning hour was nigh ; 
Hast never watch'd the pale star's rising ray ? 
And felt more happy than in day's glad prime. 
All thoughts of folly melting £Eist away» 
While dreams of mad ambition and of crime 
Fled the soft influence of that hallowing time. 

Mysterious source of feeling ! placid scene ! 
How sweet the contrast by your calmness given 
To those dark thoughts of passion which, I ween, 
So oft from man's insensate breast have driven 
The few bright glimpses of his native Heaven 

G 2 
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Vouchsaf d him here. Yes ! could eternal love 
Unveil the glories hid beyond the skies, 
Still would his cold proud heart unsoften'd prove. 
Nor heed the mandate warning him to rise, 
Nor seek to claim or win his purchas'd Paradise. 

Sweet is the face of evening ! dearer far 

To him, who loves to meditate and gaze. 

The gentle aspect of her silver star, — 

Than the bright sun's meridian scorching rays. 

Though from all time the theme of poet's praise. 

Love, sorrow, and romance have cast a charm, 

A witching spell upon each starlit hour ; 

Then, memory's gentle inspirations warm. 

The soul, dissolving it beneath her power. 

While fragrant breathes around the incense of each flower. 

It was a simimer evening, soft and fedr. 
Such as my pen but now essay'd to trace. 
When sounds of revelry disturb'd the air. 
And broke the tranquil stillness of a place, 
fiy art and nature deck'd with every grace. 
Wild sounds of mirth arose, for on that night 
Lord Osmond's palace halls contain'd a throng 
Of countless numbers, brilliant to the sight : 
Sweet voices echo'd back the tuneful song. 
And maiden's garments swept the flower- strewn floors 
along. 
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Radiant the circle congregated there. 
Chiefs, nobles, princes too of high renown ; 
And bright-eyed women, in whose sunny hair 
Gleam'd many a rosy bud, and festal crown : 
Whose beaming blushes, kindling eyes cast down. 
Spoke of young lovers present, in each eye 
The one lov'd form, all peerless seem'd to be. 
And many a gentle bosom heav'd a sigh 
Of fond delight, and conscious pride that he. 
The lov'd one, fondly gazed on his young deity. 

But where is he ? the hero of the day 
On whom all voices caU with loud acclaim. 
For whom the minstrel tunes his varied lay. 
And fancy weaves the laurel- wreath of fame ; 
Fond prophecy, which ne'er his deeds shall shame. 
Yes ! where is he ? Lord Osmond's cherish'd heir. 
Shuns he the pomp which gilds his natal day ? 
Scorns he to wait on the expectant fair ? 
Who fain would o'er him hold imperial sway. 
And bear from beauty's throng — that prize, his heart 
away. 

Ah ! not as yet had love within his breast 
Wann'd his young heart with pure celestial fire ; 
Not yet had form'd his shrine of halcyon rest. 
Nor bade him to young beauty's smiles aspire, 
Source of all bliss which youthful hearts desire ! 
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The Terdant leaf is sere, 

Wither'd the tree ; 

Few wreaths our gardens cheer. 

Sweet flower, save thee ! 



Swift as the snow-drift clears. 

Thy beauty bright 

Empearl'd with virgin tears. 

Bursts on the sight ! 



Shall not that beauty teach, 

A lesson true i 

Shall not its moral reach. 

The thoughtful few ? 



Yes ! in life's wintry hour, 

Hope's deathless glow ; 
A healing balm shall pour. 

On every woe. 



When lov'd ones long have slept. 

Under the sod ; 

When sad tears have been wept, 

For those with God ! 
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Fair Christmas Roee ! like thee. 

Shall gladness d&wn ; 

And from humility. 

Bright thoughts be bom. 



And holy faith with eye 

Of heavenward gaze ; 
Shall point us to the sky. 

And cheer our days. 

H.B. 
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TO THE LAST OF THE STUARTS. 



AN OLD MAN OF 115 YBAB8 OF AGE, LIVINO AT 
TWBBOMOX7TH, IN SCOTLAND ; HB GAINS HIS LIVB- 
LIHOOD AS A WANDBBING MINBTBBL, BUT NBVB& 
ASKS ALMS. 



Last of thy most ill-feted line. 

On whom the curse of God 
So darkly fell, that wrath divine 

Mark'd where each footstep trod ! 

From him who erst on Scotland's throne 
Was plac'd, a warrior brave ; 

To hapless James who fills, alone, 
A throneless bigot's grave. 
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Though calm and tranquil long hath been 

The story of thy life ; 
Yet those dim, aged eyes have seen. 

The spirit-stirring strife. 



When Scotland's gallant chieftains flung. 

The banner of the brave 
Upon the breeze, and minstreb sung. 

The cause they could not save. 



Last of a race of gallant deeds. 
Of chivalry the flower ; 

Fair pity o'er thy fortune bleeds ; 
Pale want thy princely dower I 



No regal diadem e'er shed 
Its glories o'er thy brow ; 

The covCTing for thine aged head 
Is rude and scanty now I 



Thy story a sad moral speaks, 
Jlecord it, history's lyre ! 

Proud Stuart's last lone scion seeks 
A wand'ring minstrel's hire ! 
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Hioa cray'st no alms, for ling'ring pride 

Within thy boflom swcUb ; 
While niggards scorn, and churls deride. 

Fond recollection dwells ; 



On days of yore, when regal dais 
Thy princely sires had press'd ; 

And high-bom beauty's gentlest grace. 
Each warrior form caiess'd. 



The three score years and ten allow'd. 

By holy writ to man ; 
Hath pass'd thee by, and yet thy shroud 

Waits for a lengthen'd span. 



Long vanish'd are the forms of those 

Within the darksome tomb ; 
Who should have watch'd thy last repose. 

And sooth'd thine age's gloom ! 



Thou tellest what those old eyes saw. 
And many a young cheek pales ; 

We feel a strange mysterious awe 
While list'ning to thy tales ! 
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Thou art a relic of the past. 

Thy voice of other years ; 
Brings back to memory, crowding fast, 

Foi^otten Bmiles and tean 1 



Sooa shall that patriarchal head 

Be laid beneath the sod : 
And gather'd to the peaceful dead. 

Thy spirit rest with God ! 

H. B. K. 
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ON THE LUXURIANT MOSS IN COMP WOOD 



Child of the wintry hour ! 

Of lowly worth ; 
From what mysterious power 

Had'st thou thy hirth ? 

What unseen spring doth nourish 

Thy glowing green ! 

Why dost thou brightly flourish. 

In this drear scene ? 

Thou lendest youthful grace. 

To hoary age ; 

Creeping o'er many a place, 

Demiure and sage ! 

To death thou givest life, 

The blasted tree ; 

Tom by the tempest's strife. 

Is graced by thee ! 
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The criBp frost hanoeth not. 

Thy tiny leaves ; 
In apring-tiine round each ipot. 

The primrose vreatbes. 



The honey-lodeii bee 

^th weary head ; 
In summer finda on thee. 

A dainty bed I 



The young child's feiry form. 
Doth oflien press 

Thy velvet, seeking warm 

The sun's caress ! 



The li|^t'ning*s blast hath riven 
The giant tree ; 

Vainly the oak hath striven. 
With destiny ! 



And man ! yrbo dauntless stood. 
In godless pride ; 

Hath sunk beneath the flood. 
He once defied ! 
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But the dark storm hadi pasa'd 

Thee harmless by ; 

Tliough each commission'd blast. 

Came from on high. 



Type of the meek m heart. 

Who hold their way ; 
Choosing the " better part," 

•• In this their day !" 



Thou art the gift of him. 

Whose ceaseless love. 
Mid holiest cherubim, « . 

Bends from above. 



He gave each stately flower. 

Each meaner thing. 

Through life's cold wintry hour 

Sunshine to fling ! 



His high permission laid. 

Thy carpet rare : 

Ghreen moss ! His mandate bade. 

Thee flourish there ! 

H, B. K. 
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I met lum im a crowd. 

And I fondly Btrore to trace 

If the love he once aTOw'd, 
In his breaat had still a place. 

I spoke in the low, soft tone, 
■Which was music to his ear, 

When his heait was all mine own. 
And my every word was dear. 

Alas ! that deep, deep love. 
Was a dim, foi^tten dream ; 

Like the vapours seen above, 
IJke the morning's misty gleam. 

And the sounds unheeded fell. 
On his cold and listless ear ; 

For broken was the spell, 
Wluch had made these accents d 
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Like a gleam on the wintry snow, 

A chilly smile play'd o'er 
His high and polished brow» 

And he looked, and spake no more. 

Alas ! and it is so ? 

Is such our earthly lot ? 
And must every youthful vow 

Be, in turn, like this foigot ? 

Oh, love ! thy hues are dim. 

Thy rosy splendour gone ; 
And hush'd the votive hynm. 

Once sung before thy throne. 

Turn, turn, sad heart to Heaven, 

Bend at a holier shrine ; 
Go ! seek tiie peace there given. 

And lasting love be thine ! 

H. B* K, 
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TO 



Long years have pass'd, since by thy side 

She stood a timid, blushing bride ; 

Since that fair hand was dasp'd in thine, 

A gift esteem'd ahnost divine. 

Her smile is now perchance less gay. 

Her ebon tresses mix'd with grey. 

And ftded is the rosy streak. 

Which tinted o'er her downy cheek ; 

But time, which thus hath swept away 

The charms which graced life's earlier day. 

Hath left the mind within more fair, 

And fixed thine image deeper there. 

Oh ! cherish, then, the fading flower. 

Thou hadst its brightest, earliest, hour. 

H. B. K» 
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ON THE DEATH OF PRINCE ALBERT'S 

FATHER, 

THB OVKB or SAZB C0BUR6 AND OOTHA* 



Deep voice of woe ! whose gloomy accents ML, 
E'en in mirth's hour upon the list'ning ear ; 

In lowly cottage, or in courtly hall. 

Thine are the echoes which we dread to hear ! 

Death daims his prey ! in vain with gold or gemi 
Of priceless worth, the regal circlet glows ; 

His shadow dims the gorgeous diadem. 
And prince and peasant seek their last repose. 

The orange chaplets still in freshness glow 
Which grac'd the hiidal of a feyourite son ; 

But death has stamp'd on royal Gotha's hrow 
The seal which proves another conquest won. 
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The moumfiil requiem, o'er the ocean wave 

Has reach'd to far-fiuned Windsor's stately towers; 

The friend — the father fills a distant grave. 
And all is gloom in pleasure's festal bowers. 

Not always sceptred monarchs meet their doom 
Like thee ! Saxe Ootha, full of virtuous years ; 

Or sink, regretted, to the silent tomb 
Embalmed for ever in a nation's tears. 

On Albert's brow the dark'ning cloud of grief 
Is gathering hat, and tears of sorrow steal ; 

But time with lenient balm shall pour relief 

On those heart-pangs which all on earth must feel ! 

H* B. K. 



L 
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ON THE DEATH OF GENERAL BERTRAND, 



ONB OF KAPOLBON'b HOST FAITHFUL FRIENDS. 



Oh ! weep fiiir France ! and let thy lilies droop. 
To mourn the true, the chivalrous, the hrave ; 

Let dauntless valour, peerless heauty stoop 
To shed a tear o'er Bertrand's hallow'd grave. 

For never could bright honour's emblem rest 
On shrine more sacred, or on heart more true. 

Than when dispky'd upon his valiant breast. 
The priz'd insignia met the gazer's view. 

When wild ambition rais*d the murky cloud. 
Which dimm'd the lustre of his chiefs renown ; 

He fedthful stood, 'mid that time-serving crowd. 
Who worshipp'd — ^not the monarch — ^but his crown. 

Thy rocky shore — ^lone island of the sea ! 

Witness'd the deep devotion of his love ; 
When chain'd. Promethean-like, by destiny. 

That wond'rous chief with hopeless thraldom strove. 
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Oh ! bright example to the suimy land. 

Which claims the honour of thy stainless name ; 

F^t of the Mthful and devoted band. 

Whom history shrines in eyerlasting fiime ! 

Sweet France ! may ever more thy genial clime 
To stedfast &ith and valour's deeds give birth ; 

And be thy Bertrand's name to distant time. 
The glowing type of honour and of worth ! 

rl. B. K. 
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ON THE YOUNG LADY FOUND AT SEA IN 

A CHEST.* 



Fair girl ! thou risest from the foaming sea, 
In whose clear bosom tribute waters pour ; 

In maiden beauty and tranquillity. 
Like sea-bom Venus on Cythera's shore ! 



Say ! has that fiairy form of late been dwelling 
In the deep shelter of the mermaid's cave ? 

And did the spirits there, with envy swelling. 
Join to expel thee from the briny wave ? 



* A ship Bt sea, lately, having discovered a dark object floating on the 
surface of the waves, brought it on board. It was a rndely-foshioned 
chest, which, on being opened, discovered the body of a fldr young girl, 
richly apparelled. They put her body into a coffin, and on arriving in 
port, buried it with sacred rites. » 
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Have those soft violet eyes with terror view'd 
The monster horrors of the mighty deep ? 

And hast thou gladly tam'd, where Iris hued, 
Bright jewels lie in many a glittering heap ? 



Ah ! vain conceits ! for marhle cold thy form. 
In ark most rude and shapeless thus confin'd ; 

For never more can life's quick pulses warm, 
The shrine which held the imperishable mind. 



Oh ! who can tell what hearts were breaking o'er thee, 
Ere thy fair form was given to the deep ? 

Perchance the mother's grieving breast which bore thee 
Yeam'd then to share thy lone and tranquil sleep I 



Not slumb'ring infancy, with all its grace 
Of placid beauty, greater charms can show ; 

A crimson tinge yet lingers on thy fece. 
And not a shadow dims thy polish'd brow. 



Who shall unveil the mystery of thy fete ? 

Or tell from whence such peerless beauty sprung 
Why thus apparell'd in a robe of state ? 

Why, rudely coffin'd, in the ocean flung ? 

H 
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Gently we laid tbee on a hallow'd bier, 

Unconacious of thy name, thine age, thy birth- 
Paid to thy haplesa fate a tribute tear. 

And gave thine ashes to their kindred earth ! 

ri« o* iC. 
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